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ADVERTISEMENT, 

I Think it neceffary. to acquaint the Public, that I 
JL ftiould never have thought of writing a Play oi^ 
the following Subjeft, if I had not firft read the juft- 
ly celebrated Horace of Mr. Corneille^ and admired hi^ 
JVIanagement of fonie Parts of the Story. They wilj 
|ind me tracing him very clofely (with fome few Alter 
rations) in the latter End of the Third Aft, and in the 
jBeginning of the Fourth. In the 'other Afts I an^ 
hardly confcious to myfelf of having borrowed even 
a Thought from hitp ; tho' I might have be^n proud 
to have tranflatcd whole Scenes, if ray Plan and Char 
racers would have admitted of it. 

I muft ^g leave to add, that I was induced, for 
|hc Sake of the Aft ion, to put feveral Speeches at the 
latter End of the Play into the Mouth of Pubtiu\ 
which more properly belong tp the Father. Tl^e 
Reader will accordingly find them fcftored here to 
their firft Situation. 



PROLOG U E. 

SpokeabyMr. BARRY, 

B^ITOT>!S^ To-night in native Pomp we ctme^ 
True Heroes allj from n^tmm ancient Rome i • 
In thofefar difiant Times when Romans knew 
The Sweets of guarded Liberty^ like You ; 
^^Jafefrom Uls-wbiib For^e or FaaioniringSy 
Sa^ Freedom reign, beneath the Smile of Kings. 

Tetfnmfucb Times^ and fuch plain Chief s as thefe^ . ^ 
ff^^ can we frame a poUfi^d Age tppleaji ? 
Say^ can you UJien to the artlefs Woes 
Of in old Tale^ which every School-boy knows f 
Where to your Hearts alone the Scenes apply ^ 
No Mfrit their's but pure Sit^icity. \ : 

Our Bard has pl^^ da moft adventurous Part^ 
And turned upon himfelfthe Crititf^ Art : 
Stripped each luxuriant Plume from Fancy^s PFings^ 
And torn up SimUies like ^vulgar Things. 

Nay even each MoraU Sentimental,. 5/r^it^, 

Where not the QbaraSer but Poet fpakcf 

He lopp'dy asfdreign to his chafte Beftgn \ 

Nor fpar'd an ufelefsth' a golden Line. . -^ A 

Thefe are his Arts ; iftbefe camot atone 
Por allthofe namelefs Errors yet unknovgn^ 
If Mining Faults which nobler Rardi commit^ > 

He wants their Force tofiHkejh' aitmtive Pit^ 
Bejuftandtetthimfo% he ajks Advice^ 
Untiling to learn^ and would not ajk it twice. 
Tour kind Apptaufe may bid him v)rite...*^heware / 
Or kinder Cenfnre teach him to forbear^ 

Pcrfons 



Persons ReprefentecJ. 



MEN. 

IViius HosTjLiuS) King of Rome^ Mr« ScwM^ 
HoRATius, A Roman Senitor^ Mr, Garrick. 

PuBLius Hoi^ATius^ His Sonj Mr, Banj'^ 

Valeriuj^ a young Pairuian^ Mr. i6>5f i 



Women. 



HORATIA^ 



Valeria^ 



VSiftcr to ValeOj^ ^^^ 

\ RIUS, 3 *■ 



y 



Citizens^ Guards^ and Attendants^ 
The Mufic comppfed by Dn Bovc?* 

' The vocal Parts pctformed 
By Mr. Beajid^ Mifs Norris, Mifs Cole, ^^ 

SCENE Rme. 




t H E 



ROMAN FATHER, 



T It A G E D Y. 



A G t. L 

S C E N E L 

A Room iH HoftATiusV Hou/e. 

J Sel£tr erejfei the Stagfy Horatia feUtwini, 

HORATIA. 

|TAY Soldier. — As you parted from myFatfaer, 
Something I overheard of near Concern, 
But all imperfe£Uy. Said you not jfJia 
Was ontheBrink of Fate, andRomt determin'i 
This Day to cfufh her haugh^ Rival's Power, 
Of perifh in th* Attempt ? 

Soldier. 
Twas fo refolv'd 
This Morning, Lady, ere I left the Camp, 
Our Heroes are tir*d out with ling'riag War, 
And half-unmeaning Fights* 

B HOIATIA. 




2 ^e Roman Father, 

HORATIA. 

Alas ! I hop'd 
The kind Remorfe which touch'd the kindred States, 
And 'made their Swords . fall lightly on the Breafts 
Of Foes they could not hate, might have produced 

A milder Refolution ! Then this Day 

1$ £x*d for Death or Conqueft i [He haws* 

. To me Death 

Whoever conquers ! ■■■ I detain you Sir ; 
Conmiend me to my Brothers, fiiy, I wifli 



But wherefore fhotdd I wifh ; the Gods will crown 
Their VirUiies with the juft Sucoefs they merit. 

— «— Yet let^mc alk you. Sir 

Soldier. 

My Duty,^ Lady, 
Commands me hence } ere this they have engaged ; 
And ConquefFs felf would Ipfe its Charms to me^ 
Should I not fhare the Danger. 

jfs the &ol£crgoes ma^ enter V ALi,zi a: 
Valeria, [looking firji on the Soldier and then on HoratiaJ 
MydearHoRATiA, wherefore wilt thou court 
The Means to be unhappy, ftill enquiring 
StiSL to be more undone ? I heard it too ; 
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal News 
Had" hurt thy quiejt, that thou might*ft have learnt it 
* From a Friend's Tongue, and drefs'd in gentler Terms. 

nORATIA. 

O I am loft, Valeria, loft to Virtue. 

Ev*n while my Countn^'s Fate, the Fate of Ronuj 

Hangs on the Conqueror's fword, this Breaft can fed 

A fofter Paffion,' anJ divide its Cares, 

jSba to me is Rvme. Would'ft thpu believe it, 

Z would have fent by him thou fiw'ft departing 

Kind 
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^TRAGEDY.- 3 

Kind WifHes to my Brothers^ but my Ton^e 
Denied its Office, and this Rebel Heart 
Ev'il dreaded their Succcfe. O CuRi ATius, 
XVhy art thoii there, or why an Encniy ! 

Valeria, 
Forbear this felf-reproach, he is thy Hulband, 
And. who can blame thy Fears ? if Fortune make hiA 
Awhile thy Country's Foe, £he cannot cancel^ 
Vows regifter'd above.' What thou^ the Prieft * 
Had not confirm'd it air the facred Altar; 
Yet were your Hearts united, and that Union 
Approved by each oonfenting Parent's Choice. 
Vour Brothers lov'd him as a Friend, a Brother; 
And all the Ties of Kindred pleaded for him 5 
And ftill muft plead, whatever our Heroes teach us 
Of Patriot-ftrength : Gur Country may- demand 
We (hould be wretched ^ and we muft obey ; 
But never can require us not to fed 
That we are miferabte^ Nature there 
Will give the Lie to Virtue, 

HoRATiK, 

' Thie ; yet fure 
A Roman Virgin (hould be more than Woman* 
Are we not early taught to mock at Pain, 
And look pn Danger Hvith undaunted Eyes ? 
But wh^ are Dangtns? -ivhatthc ghaftlieft Form 

Of Death itfelf? ^G w««I only bid" 

To rufh into the fjhir's foanaing Wave 

Swollen with uDcomitoon Floods, or from the Height 

Of yon TarfeianRock^ whofe giddy* Steep 

Has turn'd me pale with Rortror at the Sight, 

I'd think the Talk were nothing ; but to bear 

• B 2 - Tbefc 



'4 ^^ Roman Fathzx, 

» 

Thcfc ftrange Viciffitudcs of torturing Pain^ 
To feai7 to doubt, and to defpair as I do ?-^ 

Valeria. 
And why defpair? have we fo idly learned 
The nobleft Leflbns of our Infant Days, 
Our Truft' above ? Does there.not ftill remain 
TNr Wretch's laft Ketreat, the Gods, Horatxa T 
•Tis from their awful Wills our Evils ijwringi 
And atdieir Altars may we find. Relief.. 
Say, fhall we thither ?— ^look not thu9 dejeded^ 
But anfwer me. A Confidence in them. 
Even in this Criiis of thy Fate, will calm 
Thy troubled Soul, and fill thy Breaft with Hope* 

HORATIA. 

Talk! »ot of Hape. j: the Wretch on yonder Plain 

Who hears the Vigor's Threats, and fees^his Sword 

Impending o'er him, feels no fuper Fati^ 

Tho' lefs delay'd than mine. — ^What fliou'd LhopeB 

That ^&7 conquer ? — Curft be every Though^ 

Which looks that Way, the Shrieks of faptive Madons 

Sound in my Ears ! . ■ ■ ■ 

VaXtSRIA. 

Porbeaiy forbear,. HoibATi A ; 
Nor fi'ight me with- the Thought.- JUnu cannot hU^ 
Think of the ^orious Batdes flie has fought ; 
Has fhe once fail'd, tho' oft expos'd to Danger ^ 
And has not her immortal Founder promised 
That (he fhould rife the Miftrelk of the World h 

HORATIA* 

And if Rmie conquers^ then HoR AtiA dies. 

Valeria. 
Why wilt thou, form vain Images of Horror^ 
Induftrious to be wretched i Is it 0iea 



:.fTRAGEDY. ^ 

^Become In^pofSble that Rome ihould triumph. 
And GuRiATius live ? He muft^ he fliall ; 
Prote£ling Geds fhall fpread their Shidds around htpi, 
And Love fhall combat in Horatja's Caufe. 

HORATIA. 

TJfiriTcIl thou fo meanly of him ? — No, Valeria^ 

His Soul's too great to give ihefuch a Trial j 

Or could it ever come, I think, myfeH^ 

Thus loft in Lovci thus abjeft as I an^ 

I (hould defpife the Slave who dar'd furvlve 

His Coimtry's Ruin. Ye immortal Powers^ 

I love his Fame too well, his fpotlefs Honour, 

At leaft Hwpc I do, to wifh him mine 

On any Terms vAAch he muft blufh to own. 

— ^What means that Shout? — might >ve not afk^ 

Valeria? 
Didft thou not wifh me to the Temple ? — Com^ 
J will attend thee thither ; the kind Gods 
Perhaps ijiay eafe this throbbing Heart, and (prcjid 
' At leaft a temporary Calm withkv 

Valeria, 
Alas, Horatia, *tis not to the Tcmpile 
That thou would'ft fly % the Shout alone alarms the^. 
But do net thus anticipate thy Fate ; 
Why ihould'ft thou learn each Chance of varying War, 
Which takes a thou&nd Turns, and fhifts the Scene 
From Bad to Good, as Fortune fmiles or frownsi 
«Stay but an Hoiax perhaps, and thou ihak know 
The whole at once.— I'll fend— Pll fly myfelf 
To eafe thy Doubts, and bring thee New;^ of ]qj^ 

Horatia. 
Again^ and nearer too— I muft attend thee.* 

' B^ Yalerjh. 



6 T'he Roman Father, 

Valeria. 

Hark ! *tis thy Father's Voice, he comes to cheer thee. 

£»//rHoRATius, and Valerius. 

HoRATius. [enuring] 

Kcws from the Camp my C|iild ! — [feeing Valeria) 

Save you, fweet Maid ! 
Your Brother brings the Tidings, for alas 
I am no Warrior now ; my ufelefs Age 
Far from the Paths of Honour loiters here 
In fluggi£h Inadlivity at home. 
Yet I remember 

HORATIA. 

You'Jl forgive us, Sir, 
If with Impatience we expeft the .Tidings. 

HORATIUS. 

I had forgot ; the Thoughts of what I was. 
Engrofs'd my whole Attention.-~Pray, young Soldier^ 
Relate it for me ; you beheld the Scene, 
And can report it juftly. 

ValeRJvSp 

Gentle Lady, 
The Scene was piteous, tho' its end be Peace. 

HORATIA. 

Peace ? O my flutff ing Heart ! by what kind Means I 

Valerius. 
'Twere tedious. Lady, and unneoeflary 
To paint the Difpoiition of the Field 5 
Suffice it we were arm'd, and Front to Front 
The adverfe Legions heard the Trumpet's Sound : 
But vain was the Alarm, for motionlefs 
And wrapt in Thought they flood, the kindred Ranks 
Had caught each others Eyes, nor dar'd to lift 
The fault'ring Spear againft the Breaft they lov'd. 

Agaia 



:^TRAGJEDY. 7 

Again th' Alarm was given, and now they feem'd 

Preparing to engage, when once again 

They hung their droopir^ Heads, and inward moum*d. 

Then nearer drew, and at the third Alarm 

Cafting their Swords and uTelefs Shields afide 

jRufliM to each others Arms. 

HORATIUS. 

'Twas fo, juft fo^ 
(Tho' I was then a Child, yet I have heard 
My Mother weeping oft relate the Story) 

Soft Pity touch'd the Brcafts of mighty Chiefs 

♦ 

Romans and Salnnes^ when the Matrons rufli'd 
Between their meeting Armies, and oppos'd 
Their helplefs Infants, and their heaving Breafts 
To their advancing Swords, and bade them ther^ 
Sheath all their Vengeance. — But I interrupt you,— ■ 
proceed, Valerius, they would hear th' Event. 
—And yet raethinks the Albans — pray go on. 

Valerius. 
Our -King Hostjlius from a rifmg Mound 
Beheld the tender Interview, and join'd 
His friendly Tears with theirs 5 then fwift advanc'4 
pv'n to the thickeft Prefs, and cried, My Friends, 
If thus we love, why are we Enemies ? 
Shall ftern Ambition, Rivalfhip of Power, 
Subdue the foft Humanity within us ? 
Are we not join'd by every Tie of Kindred, 
And can we find no Method to compofe 
Thefe Jars of Honour, thefe nice Principles 
Of Virtue, which infcft the noble Mipd I 

HORATIA. 

There fpoke his Country's Father ! this tranfcends 
The Flight of Earth-born- Kings, who^ low Ambition 

B 4 But 



8 The RomaW Father^' 

« 

But tends to lay the Face of Nature waftc. 
And blaft Creation !— how was it recciv'd ? 

Valerius. 
•As he himfelf could wifli, with ea^er Tranfport. 
In fhort, the Roman and the Alhan Chiefs 
In Council have determined, tliat fmce Glory 
Muft have her Vidims, and each rival State \ 

Afpiring to Dominion fcorns to yield^ 
From either Army fhall be chofe three Champioi^ 
To fight the Caufe alone, and whatever State 
5hall prove fuperipr, there acknowledged Power 
Shall fix th' imperial Seat, and both unite 
Beneath one common Head. 

HORATIA. 

• « • 

Kind Heaven, I thank thee ! 
Bleft be the friendly Grief that touch'd their Souls ! 
Bleft be Hostilius for the generous Counfel ! 
Bleft be the meeting Chiefs ! and bleft the Tongue, 
Whicl^ brings the gentle TidingsJ 

Valeria. 

Now, Horatia^ 

Your idle Fears are o-er. 

HORATIA. 

Yet one remains. 
Who are the Champions, are they yet defied ? 

Has JCww^— 

• > ■ 

Valerius. 
— ^Thc Roman Chiefis now meet in Council, 
And aik the PrefencQ of the Sage Horatiu s. 

HoR ATius. [^afur hofuingfeenfdfon^e time in Thmghf^^ 

Yet ftni methinks, I like not this, to truft 

a .The 
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>f T R A G E D Y. 9 

^c Roman Caiufe tdfuclva flender Hazard--? 

'Three Combatants ! 'tis dangerous — - 

H9RATIA. [in a Fright^ 

My Fa.thw \ 

HORATIUS. 

f aA^ perhaps prevent k • 

HORATIA. 

Do not, Sir^ 
Pppofe the kiivi Decree. 

Valerivs: 

Reft (atisfied, 
Sweet Lady, 'tis fo fol^mnly agreed to. 
Not even Horatius's Advice can fliake it. 

HORATIUS, 

And yet *twcre -wdl to end thefe civil Broils : 

The neighboring States might take Adv^tage of them, 

^Would I were young again ! how gloriou? 

Were Death in fuch a Caufe ! — and yet, who knows. 
Some of my Boys may be fele£ted for it— 
Perhaps may conquer — grant me (hat, kind Gods, 
And clofe my Eyes in Tranfport ! — Come, Valerius^ 
m but difpatch fome neceffary Orders, 

Ajnd ftrait attend thee. Daughter, ifthouloveft 

Thy Brothers, let thy Prayers be poui'd to Heaven, 
That one at leaft may fhare the glorious Taflc I 

Valbrii/s. 
Rome cannot truft her Qaufe to worthier Hands. 
They bade me greet you. Lady j [Ta Horati a J 

Well, Valeria, 
This is your Home I find; your lovely Friend 
And you, I doubt not, have indulged ftrange Fears, 
And run tfcr iall the horrid §cene« of War. 

Vali^ria: 



10 ^he Roman Father, 

Valeria. 
Tho' we are Women, Protheir, we arc RomanSy 
Not to be ftared' with Shadows, tho' not Proof 
•Gainft all Alarms, wh^n real Danger threatens. 

HoRATiA. [vAthfome Hejitation.^ 
My Brothers, gentle Sir, you faid were well. 
Saw you their noble^Friends the CuRiAT" ? 
Tbe Truce perhaps permitted it. 

Valerius. 

Yes, Lady, 
I left them jocund in your Brothers Tent, 
Like Friends, whom envious Storms a-while had parted;^ 
Joying to meet again. 

|i[0RATIA. 

Sent they no Meflage I 
Valerius. 

None, Fair*one, but fuch general Salutations, 
^ Friends would bring unbid. 

HORATIA. 

Said Caxus nothing ? 

Vi^LBRIU8* ; 

Caius ? 

HORATIA. 

Ay, Caius, — did he mention n\t ? 
Val'erius. 

*Twas flightly, if he did, and 'fcapes me no w ■ ■ ■ 

O ye^, I do remember, when your Brother 

Afk'd him in Jeft, if he had ought to fend, 

A Sigh's foft Waftage, or the tender Token 

Of Trefles breeded to fantaftic Forms 

To footh a love^fick Maid, (your Pardon, Lady,) 

He fmil'd, and cry'd. Glory's die Soldier's Miftrels. 
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4 TRAGEDY, W 

HORATIA. 

Sir, you'll cxcufe me — fomething of Importance— f 

My Father may have Bufinefi— O Valeria \^Aftde uVat 

Talk to thy Brother, know the fatal Truth leria« 

I dread to hear, and let me learn to die. 

If CuRiATius has indeed forgot me. lExitf 

Valerius. 

She (eem$ diforder'd ! 

Valeria. 

Has Ihq not juft Cauf$ ? 

Can you adminifter the baneful Potion, 

And wonder at th* EiFed ? 

Valerius. 

You talk in Riddle ! 

Valeria. 
They're Riddles, Brother, which your Heart unfoldsS| 
Tho' you affea Surprize. Was C^RIATIUs 
Indeed fo cold f poor, fhallow Artiiic^ 
The T/ick of hopeleis Love ! I faw it plainly* - 
3f et what could you propofe ? An Hour's Uneafinefr 
To poor HoRATiA 5 for be fure by that Time 
She fees him, and your deep-wrought Schemes are Aijr* 

Valerius. 
What could I do ? this Peace^ has ruin'd me: 
While War cbntinued, I haa Gleams of Hope, 
Some lucky Chance might rid me of my Rivals 
And Time efEace his Image in her Breaft. 
But now-— 

Valeria. 
Yes, now you.muft refolve to follow 
Th' Advice I gave you firft, and root this Paffion 
Entirely from your Heart ; for know flie doats, 
Ev'n to Diftraftion doats on Curiatius ; 

And 



1« ^e ^OMAN FATHElt,' 

And every Fear fhe felt, while Danger tlueaten'd« 
Will Qow endear him more. 

VAX.ERIUS. 

, Cruel Valeria, 
ypu triumpb in my Pdn { 

Valcua^ 
By Heaven I do not^ 
1 only would extirpate every Thought 
Which gives you P^in, nor leave one foolifh Wifii 
For Hope to daBy with. Whqn Friends are mad, 
Tis moft unkind to hwmour their Diftra£lion^ 
liarih Me^ns are neceflary, 

Valerius. 
Yet we firft 
,$ho)fld try the gei^tler; 

Valeria: 

Did I not? ye Powers? ' 
J>id I not feoth your Griefi, indulge your Fondneft^ 
Whik the kaft Proipeft of Succe(s remained i 
I)id I not prefi you ftiB to urge your Suit^ 
Intieat ydu daily to declare your Paffion^ ^ 

Seek out unnumber'd Of^rtunities, 
^And lay the Follies of my Sex before you ? 

Valerius. 
Alas, thouknow'ft, Valeria^ Woman's Heart 
Was never won ky Talcs of bleeding Love : 
'Ti^ by Degrees the fly Enchanter woilcs 
Affuming Friendlhip's Name, and fits the Soul 
JFor foft ImpreiSons, ere the faidt'ring Tongue, 
And guilty-blufhing Cheek, with many a Glancf 
^hot inadvertent^ tells the fecitt Flame. 
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Valeria. 
True^ thefe are Arts for thofe who love at leifure^ 
You had no Time for tedious Stratagem ; 
A dang'ious Rival preft, and has fucceeded^ 

Valerius. 
I own my Error — ^yet once more aflift me— 
Nay, turn not from me ; hy mySoulImean n«t 
To interrupt their Loves — ^Yet (hould fome Accident^ . 
*Tis not impoffible, divide their Hearts, 
I might perhaps have Hope : Therefore 'till Macriogt 
Cuts off all Commerce, and confirms me wretched^ 
Be it thyTafk, my Sifter, with fond Stories, 
Such as our Ties of Blood may countenance. 
To paint thy Brother's Worth, his Power in Ann% 
His Favour with the King, but moft of aD 
That certain Tenderneis of Soul >^ch fteals 
All Womens hearts, then mentionr many a Fair^ 
No matter whom, that fighs to call you Sifter. . ^ 

Valeria. 
Well, well, away — Yet tell me, ere you go^ 
How did this Lover talk of his Hor atia ? 

Valerius. 
Why will you mention the ungrateful Subjeft ? 
Think what you've heard me breathe a thouiand Tiffliii 
When my whole Soul diflblv'd in Tendernefi ; 
^was Rapture all ; what Lovers only feel, 
Or-can exprefe when felt. He had been here^ 
But fudden Orders from their Camp detain'd him* 
Farewel, Horatius waits me— but remember. 
My Life, nay more than Life, depends on you. [Extiif 
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14 Tix Roman Father, 

Valeria. 
Poor Youth ! he knows not how I fed his Angujflij 
Yet dare not feem to pity what I feel. 
How flull I ad betwixt this Friend and Brotfier i 
Should flie Aifpe^t his Paffion, flie may doubt 
My FriendOnp too ; and yet to tell it her 
Were t« betray his Cauft. No, lot my Heart 
Widi the fame blamele^ Caution ftill proceed. 
To each inclining moft as moft diftreft. 
Be juft to both, and leave to Heaven the refl ! [Exit. 
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ACT II. 

i 

SCENE I. 

Scene continues,^ . ■ 

I 

£nUr HoRATiA andYALLRiA* 

HORATIA. 

ALAS, how eafily do we admit 
. The Thing we wilh were true ! yetfurc,VALERlA, 
This kerning Negligence of Curiatius 
Betrays a fecret Coldnefs at the Heart. 
May not long Abfence, or the Charms of W^r 
Have damped, at leaft, if not efFac'd his Paffion ? . . 
I know not what to think. 

« 

Valeria. 

Think, myHoRATiA,- . 

That youVe a Lover, and have leam'd the Art 
To raift vain Scruples^ and torment yourfelf 
With every diftant Hint of fended Bl. 
Your CuRiATius fiill remains the feme. 
My Brother idly trifled with your Paffion, 
Or might perhaps unheedingly relate 
What you too nearly iedr But fee, your Father. 

Ho- 



1$ ^^^ Roman FATitEis, 

HoRATiA; 

tte feems tranfported ; fure fome happy ^^ew9 
Has brought him back dius early: O my Heart f 
I long, yet dread to afk htm ; fpeak, Valeria. 

Enter Horatius. 
Valerx^. 
You're foon retuiny, my Lord. 

HoRATius« 

Rctum*(fi Valeria^ 
My Lifc^ my Youth's fetum'd, I tread in Air. 

•—I cannot fpeak; niy Joy's too great- for Utterance^ 
"— O I cou'd weep ! — my Sons, my Sons are choieii 
Their Country's Combatants^ not one^ but all. 

' HoRATIA« 

My Brothers laid yoli, iSii* t 

HORATIUS. 

All three, niyGhiWf 
All three are Champions in the Caufe of Rornt. 
O happy State of Fathers ! thus to feel 
New Wjpmth revive, and fpringing Life renewed 
Even on the Mar^n of the Grave ! 

Valeria. 

The Tinw 
Of Combat, b it fix'd ? 

HoRATIUSf. 

This Day, this Houf 
Perhapt deddes our Doom. 

Valeria. 

And is it knoWft 
With whom Acy muft ^^gage ? 

HORATIUS.. 

Not yet, VAtEltiAS 

^ut withlmpatience we expefl eachMoment 

The, 
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The Rerolutions of the Alban Senate. 
And foon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hoftile Field; the Ghiefe who dared oppofe 
Rom/s rifing Glories, ftiay with Shame confefs 
^hc Gods prot«a the Empire they have rais'd. 

Where are thy Smiles, HoR a Ti a ? whence proceeds 

, ... 

ThisfuDen Silence, when my thronging Joys 
Want Words to fpeak them-? Prithee, talk of Empire> 
Talk of thofe Darlings of my Soul thy Brothers. 
Call them wbate'er wild Fancy can fuggefl. 
Their Counties Pride, the Boaft of future Times^ 
The dear Defence, the guardian Gods of Rome ! 

By H^ven thou ftand'ft unmov'd, nor feels thy fireaft 
The Charms of Glory, the exftatic" Warmth. 
Which beams new Life, and lifts us nearer heaven ! 

HORATIA. 

My gracious Father, with Surprize and Transport 
I heard the Tidings, as becomes your -Daughter. 
And like your Daughter^ were our Sex allow'd 
The noble Privilege which Man. ufurps. 
Could die with Pleafure in my Country's Caufc* . 
"But yet perniit a Sifter's Weaknefs, Sir, 
To feel the Pangs of Nature, and to dreacf . 
The Fate of thofe Ihe loves, however glo;'ious« 
And furc; they cannot all furvive a Confli(^ 
So defperate as this. 

HORATIUS. 

Survive! by Heaven 
I ^uld not hope that they fliould all furvive 
No, let them fall j if from their glorious Deatlik 
Rome*s Freedom fpring, I {hall be nobly paid 
For every fliarpeft Pang the Parent Feds. 
Had I a ti|||j^fi(nd Son$, in fucb a Caufe 

"' ' C Icouli 



i§ fbe Romas Fat6**; 

I could behold them bleeding at my Feety 
And tbsmk the Godis with Tears f 

MntiT Publics Hokatius 

My Father ! [Offmnz u hnU 

HoRATltJS* 

tencef 

jQieel not to me-»({andofF| and let me vie\r 
At Diftance, and with reverential Awe, 

The Champion of my Country I O, my Joy, 

That I (hould live to this— my SouTs too full i 

let this and this fpeak for me.— Bkfi thee> blefs thee f 

But wherefore art thou abfent froih the Camp i 
Where are thy Brothers ^ has dhe A&an State 
t>cterminM? is the Time of Combat fix'd? 

PUBLIUS. 

Think iiot, jwyLofd, that filial Reverence, 
However due^ had drawn me from the Fkid, 
tVhere npbler Daty calk : a Patriot's Soul, 
Can fed'ho humbler Tiei^ nor knows the Voices 
Of Kindreds when his Country claims his Aid« 
It vras the King's Commarid I (hould attend yoUy 
Elfe had I'ftaid 'till Wreaths immortal grac'd 
l^y Brows, and made thee [k'oud indeed to lee 
Beneath thy Roof, and bending for thy Bfeifin^^ 
Notthine^ Horatxus^ but the Son of Rome f 

HORATIUd. 

O virtuous Pride !— ^'tis Blils too exquifite 
For human Stni^ \ —thus, let me anfwer tli^. 

l^Effibracingbim again, 
Wheie are my other Boys ? 
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■I • ' / ' ' ■ ■" 

S: PUBLIUS. 

' f 

/ They only wait 

•Till Jflbah loit'qng Chlffs declare her Champions, 
Our future Viditois* Sir, and with the News 
Will greet thp^r FatHo-'s Ear^ 

HoRATIUS. 

It fhall not need^ 
Myfelf will to the Field; Come, let us bafte j 
My old Blood boil% and my tumultuous Spirits 
Pant for the Onfet O for one fliort IJour 
Of vigorous Youth, that I might (hare the Toi} 
Now with my Boys, and be the next my laft ! 

HoRATiiU 
My Brother?. 

PUBUUS* 

My HoRATiA ! ere the Dews 
Of Evening fall thou (halt with Tranfport own me j 
Shalt hold thy Country's Saviour in thy Anns, 
Or baJthe bt8 honeftBier Viritb Tears of Joy. 

Thy Lover greets thee, and complains of Abfencc 
With many a Sigh, and many a longing Look 
Sent toward the Towers of Rome^ 

Hqratia. 

Methinks, a La\'^er 
Might take th'Advantage of the Truce, and b^ar 
His kind Complaints himielf, not trufl his Vows 
To other Tongues, or be oblig'd jto tell 
The pai&ng Wind$ his PaiSon. 

PUJBLIUS. 

Deareft Sifter, 
He With Impatience waits the lucky Moment 
That may with Honour bear him to your Arms, 

C 2 Did* 
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Didft thou but hear how tenderly he talks. 
How blames the dull Delay of Alban CounciI%f 
And cUdes the lingering Minute as they pais,' 
*TilI Fate detlbimines, and the tedious Chie&- 
Permit his Abfence, thou woud'ft pity hiin.* 

But ibon, my Sifter, foon (hall every Bar 
Which th\«&rts tfiy Happineis be far away. 
tVe are no longer Enemies to AIba% 
This Day uhitfcs^us, ahd to-morrow's Sim' 
May hear thy Vows/ and make itiy Friend my Brother:- 

HToratius.- [Having talked apart with Valbkia^ 
Iris truly Rarjian,'^ — Here'< a Maid, HoratM, 
l.aments her Brother loft the glorious Proof 

Of dying for his Country. ^Come, my Son", 

H^r Softnefs will infe£t thee,* prithee, leave her. 

HoR'ATiA.' [Looking firfi on her Father^ anJi 

then tehderly on hef Brother^ 
Nojt 'till my Soul has pout'dits Wiflies for him.. 

Hear me, dre^d God of War, prote6l and fave hini ! 

[Kneeling. 

For thee, arid" thy immortal RoThe he figlits f 
Dafh the proud Spear from every hoftile Han J 
That dares oppofe him.; may each Jlban Chief 
Fly from his Prefeice, or his Vengeance fed ! 

And when in Triumph fterreturtis to RorrUj t^fi^i' 
Hail him,- ye Maids, with grateful Songs of Praifey 
And fcatter all the bloonring Sf rtng before him. 
Curs'd be the envious Brow that fmiles not therf, 
Curs'd be the Wretch that wears one Mark of Sorrow^ 
Or flies not thus with open Arm> to greet him. ' 
Enter TuhiAj^ Hostilius, Valerius, andGuafdf. 

. Valerius. 
'The Kiiig, my Lord^ art>roachcs.- 



JHORATIU?. 

• * 

, Gracious Sir» 
Whence comes this Cgud^enfion ? 

TULLUS HOSTILIUS. . 

Good old Man; 
Could I have found a.noUcr Meflenger, 
I would have fpared myfelf th* ungrateful Taflc 
Of this Day'^ Embafly, for much I fear 
My News will waiit a Welcome. 

H0RATIU4. ^ 

Mighty King! 

Forgjiyean old Man's Warmth They have not Rire 

Made choice of other Combatanta. ^My Sons, 

Muft they not fight for Rsme ? 

TULLUS HoSTILIUS. 

Too fure thev muft- 

HOAATIUS. 

Then I am blefl: J 

TjUllus Hostili-u^. 

But that they muft engage 
Will hurt.thee moft:, when thou fhaltknow with whoq;i« 

HORATIUS. 

I ^e not whom. 

TxJLLus Hostiuus. 

Suppofe your neareftsFricndp 
The Curiatii were the AHtan Choice, 
Could you bear that i Could yoUf young Mjui^ fuppod: 
VV Conflia there*? 

PUBUU8« 

I-couldjperform my, Dfutji • 
.Great Sir, tho' even a Brother fliould oppofe me. 

C ^ TUL:LU« 



2t fbe Roman Fathe^, 

TuLXUS HOSTILJUS, 

Thou art a Roman ! Let thy King embrace thee. 

H0RATIU3. r 

And let thy Father catch thee from his Arms. 

TULLUS HoSTILIUS. [Ti PupLiPS. 

Know then that Trial muft be thine. The Jlbans ^ 
With Envy faw one Family produce 
Three Chiefs, to whom their Country dared entnift 
'The RoTitan Cz\jStj and fcornM to be outdone. 

HORATIA. 

i • ■ . . . • . 
Then I am loft indeed j was it for this. 

For this, I pray'd ! [Swoons. 

PUBLIUS. ' 

My Sifter! 

Valeria. 

My HoRATIA ! 
HO^ATIUF. 

O foolifli Girl, to fliame thy Father thus I 
Here, bear her in.+ — ^I am concerned, my Sovereign, 
That even the meaneft Part of me ftiould blaft 
Widi impious; Grief a Caufe of (o much Glory. 
But let the Virtue of my Boy cxcufe it 

TULLUS HOSTILIUS. 

It does moft anflply. She has Caufe for Sorrow- 
The Shoek was fudden^ and might weB alaml 
A firmer Bofom. The weak Sex demand 
Our Pity, not our Anger \. their foft Breafts 
Are nearer touch'd, and more expos'd to Sorrows 
Than Man's experter Serine. Nor let us blame 
That Tcndcrnefi wliich fmooths our rougher Natures, 

■ ■ • Aild 
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An* foft^ns all the Jojps of focial Life. 

Wc Jcave bcr to her Tears, f «r pu, young Soldier^ 

You muft prepare for Cojnbat. Some few Hours 

Are all that area|low*d yoj^i. But I^argc ypu 

Try well your Heart, and ftrcn^en every Thou^t 

<X Patriot in yo\i. Think how dreadful *tiip 

To plant a Dagger U the Breaft you love f 

To ^purn the Ties of Nature, and forget 

In one fliort Hour whole Yjqars.of virtuous Friendih'^^ 

Think jiKcll on that. 

PUBLIUS- 

I do, my gracious Sovereign ; 
And think the more I dare fubdue Afieftion 
The more my Glory. 

TULLUS H0STILJ.US. 

True; bi4t yet confidtr. 
Is it an cafy Talk to change AffeSions ? 
In the dread Onfet can your meeting Eyes . 
Forget their ufuallhterqourfe, and wear 
At once the Frown of War, and ftern Defiance? 
Will not each Look recall {he fond Remembisince 
Of Childhood p?ift, vfsi^ die whole open^ Soul 
Brcath'd cordial Love, and plighted many a Vow 
Of tend'reft import ? Think on that, young Soldier^ 
And tdQ me if thy Bceafl. he ftill unmoved ? 

PUBLIUSt 

Think not, O King, howe'er rcfolv'4 on Combat^ 

I fit fo Ipofely ^o the Bonds of Nature, 

As not toieel their Force. I feel jt ftrongly. 

I love the Curiatitj and would ferve them 

At Life's Expencc : But hop a nobler Caufe 

Demands my, Sword j For all CQijnc£lions elfei 

.All pifivate Duties arc fubordinat§ ^ 

C4 






24 ^^^ Roman Father,^ 

To what we owe the Public. Partial Ties 

Of Son, and Father, Hulband, Friend, or Brother, 

Owe their Enjoyments to the public Safety, 

And without that were v^n.-^Npr need we. Sir, 

Caft ofF Humanity, and ^o be Heroes 

Ceafc to be Men. As in our earlieft Days* 

While yet we leam*d the Exercife qf War, 

We ftrove together, not as Enemies, 

Yet confcious each of his peculiar Worth. 

And fcoming each to yield ; fo will we now 

Engage with ardent not with hoftilc Minds, * 

Not fired with Rage, bat emulous of Fame, 

TULLUS HOSTILIUS. 

Now I dare truft thee; go, and f:each thy Brothers 
To think like thee, and Conqueft is your own. 

• • • • 

This is true Courage, not the brutal Force 

Of vulgar Heroes, but the firm Refolve 

Of Virtue, and of Reafon. He who thinks 

Without their Aid to fhine in Deeds of Arms, 

Builds on. a faxidy Bafis his Renown; 

A Dream, a Vapour, or an Ague Fit 

May make a Coward of him. — Come, Hqr atius. 

Thy other Sons fliall meet thee at the Camp, 

For now I do bethink me 'tis not fit 

They ihould behold their Sifter thus alarmed. 

Hafte, Soldier, and detain them. [To one of the Gmrd^t 

HOR. ATIUS. ' / 

Gracious Sir, 
We'll follow on the inftant. 

TULLUS HOSTILIUS. 

I ' 

Then Farcwd. 

When next we meet, 'tis Rome and Liberty ] 

[Exit with Guaras* 

Ho* 
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HbRATIUS. ' 

Come, Itt me arm thee for the glorious Toil. 
I have a Sword whofe Light'ning oft has blaz'd 
Dreadfully fetal on my Country's Foes ; 
Whofe tempered Edge has cleft their haughty Crefts, • ' 
And ftain'd with Life-blood many a reeking Plain* 
• This (halt thou bear; m3rfelf will girdit on. 
And lead thee forth to Death or Vidory. [Cwy, 

— -<-And yet, my Publiu?, (hall I own a Weaknefsf 
Tho* I deteft the Caufe from whence they (pring, 
I feel thy Sifter's Sorrows like a Father. J ' - • 

jKie was my Soul's delight. 

PUBLIUS. " • ' 

' And may remain fb. 
This fudden Shock has but alarm'd her Virtue, ^ " 

Not quite fubdued its Force. Atleaft, my Father, 
Time's lenient Hand will teach her to endure 
The ills of Chance, and Reafon conquer Love. 

HORATIUS. 

Should wi not fee her ? 

PuBtius. 
By no means, my Lord ; 
You heard the King's Command about my Brothers, 
And we have Hearts as tender fure as they. 
Might I advife, you fhould confine her clofely, 
Ldi fhe infeft the Matrons with her Grief, 
And bring a Stain we (hould not vf:i{h to fix 
Qn the Horatian Name. 

HoRATIUS. 

* It&aDbefo. 

We'll think no more of her. *Tis Glory calls. 
And humUepFaiEohs. beat Alarms in ¥ain. XExiu 

. jff HoR AT lus goes 0^ HoR ATI A enters at anctker Door. 

Bo- 
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* • . 

H0R.ATIA: 

Where is my Brother ? — O my dcarcft PuBLiUf^. 

If e'er you lov'd HoR a t i a , ever felt 

That Tendcrncfe which you have fecm*d to feel, 

hear her sow! . . 

PUBLIUS. 

What would'ft thou, my Horatia I 
Horatia; 

1 knew not ^hat I would— I'm on the Rack, 
Defpair and Madncfe tear my laboring SouL 

*— And yet, my Brother, fure you might relieve me» 

Publics. 
How, by what means ? By Hearen, Pd die to xki it. 

Ho&ATIA. 

You might decline the Combat. 

PUBLIU$. 

Ha ! 
Horatia. 

I do not 
Expeft it from thee. Prithee look inoBc kindly. 
— ^Andyet, is tibe Requeft fo very baid? 
I only aik thee not to plunge thy. Sword 
Into the Breaft thou lov'ft, not kill thy Friend, 
Is that fo hard ?~L might h^ve faid thy Brother. 

PUBHUS. 

What canft thou mean ? Bcrivare, beware, HoR a t i A. 
Thou know'ft I dearly love thee, nay thou know'ft 
I love the Man with whom I muft engigc. 
Yet haft thou faintly read thy Brother's Soul, 
If thou can*ft think Entreaties have the Power, 
Tho* ui^'d with- afl the Tenderncfs of Tears, . 
To.ftake his fettled Pm|>ofe: Xbry auy make 



My Tafk more hard, and my Soid^bleed within m^ 

But cannot tduch my Virtue. .k ■ » 

HORATIA. \^^^ 

'Tis not Virtue 
Which contnuJifls our Nattu«,. 'tisthe Rage 
Of over-weening Pride, Has Jlme no Champions 
She could oppofe but you? Are^ereifotthoi^uid) 
As warm in Glory, and as tried in Arms^ 
Who might withotit a Crime afpire to Conqueft^ 
Or die with honeft Fame? 

PUBLIUS. 

^ -Away, a^y; 

Talk to thy Lover thus. But ^tis not'CAiitf* 
Thou would'ft have infiunous. 

HoUATrA. 

O killmetiot 
With fuch unkind Rep^XMches, Yes, I own 
I love him, mor©— 

PUBHUS. 

. ■ J '■ Than a chafte Roman l^d 

Should dare confefs. . 

HORATIA. 

Should dare ! What meins.my Brother I 

1 had my Father's,Sari<5Uon on my Love, 

And Duty taught me firfl: to fed it's Power. 

-—Should dare confels ! — is that the dreadful Crime ? 

Alas but fpare him, fpare thy Friend, ^Hor ATius, 

And I will caft him from my Br^ for ever. 

Will that .oblige thee?^^-only let him die . 

By other Hands, . and I will learn to hate him. 

PuBLius. . 

Why wilt thou talk thus madly ? Love him ftlH : 

And if we fiJl the Viaims of our Coun6y 

i Which Heaven avert' I) wM, arid enjoy him frcdy. 

Ho- 
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HORATIA. 

J- 

© never, never. What, my Country's. Banc ! 
The Murilercr of my Brothers ! inay the Gods 
Firft tear me, blaft me, fcattcr me on Winds, 
Add pour out each unheard-of Vengeance on me ! 

PVBLIUS. ^ 

Do not torment thyfelf thus idly — Go, 
Compofe thyfelf, and' be again my Sifter. 

Re-enter Horatius [with the Svmd] 

HORATIUS. 

This Sword in Veit"^ Field— What doft thou here ? 
Xeave him I charge ihee,Girl — Come come, my Publius^ 
Let's hafte where Duty calls. 

Horat:a. 

Wijat, to the Fidd ? 
He muft not, ihall not go 5 here will I hang— 

if you have not quite caft o# AflFeaion, 
If you deteft not your diftrafted Sifter-^ 

Horatius. 
Shame of thy ^ace, why doft thou ba|g upon him ? 
Would'ft thou entail eternal Infamy 
On him, on me, on all? 

Horatia. 

Indeed I would not» 

■• • » • » . • 

1 know I a& Impoffibilities ; 

Yet pity mc, my Father ! . 

PuBLius. 

Pity thee? 

Begone, fond Wretch, nor urge my Temper thu^ 
By Heaven I love thee as a Brother ought. 
Then hear my laft Refolve ; if Fate, averfe 
To Ronuy and us, determine my Deftru^on^ 
I charge thee wed thy Lover \ he will then 

a * ^ DeferVe 
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Dffefvc thee nobly. Or if kinder Gods 

Projntious hear the Prayers of fuppUant Rme^ 

And he fhould fall by mc, I Acn e^cpeft 

Ko weak Upbraidings for aLovcr^s^Death,, , ' ' 

Bttt fuch Returns a3 fliall bccottie thy Birtify . . : _ 

A Sifter's Thanks for having lavM her Country. [ExU^ 

HORATIA. 

Yet ftay— Yet hear me, Publius — ^But one Word— 

HoRATIUS. 

Let go thy hold, rafh Girl, thou'l't tempt % Father 
To do an Outrage mig^t perhaps diftradl him.— • 

H0RA,TIA. 

Alas, forgive me. Sir — I'm very v^rretched. 
Indeed I am — ^Yet I will ftrive to ft(^ 
This fwelling Grief, and bear it like your Daughter. 
Do but forgive me,. Sir. 

HoRATIUSf. 

I do, Ido— — . • 

Go in, my Child, the Gods may find a Way 
To make thee happy yet. But on thy Duty, 
Whate'er Reports may reach, or Fears alarm thee, 
I chargethee come not to the Field. 

HaRATIA. 

I will not. 
If you command it, Sir. But will you then^ 
As &r as cruel Honor may permit. 
Remember that your poor Horatia's Life 
Hang^ on this dreadful Conteft ? 

Horatius. 
I ._* :\ Lead her in. 

[£*•!> HOR ATI Ai 
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HoKATius. [LaaHtig after Itr, . ' 
Spite of my boafled Strsigdi, herGrle& unman mc. 
—But let her from 107 Thbugl«». The Patri«'s Bbreaft . 
Ko Hopes, noTfaa^ but for his Country luiows. 
And in her Daogo' lofe private Woes. [EiaU 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L 

Stjine contimes. 
Valerius and V^mria meeting. 

Valerius. 

NOW, my Valeria, Where's the charming flit 
That calls me to her ? with a Lover's Haftc 
I fly to execute the dear Command* 

Valrria-- 
^Tis not the Lover, but the Friend fhe wants. 
If thou dar^ft own that Name. 

VALfeklu^. 

The FrieAd, my Sifter ! 
There's mort dian Friendlhii^ ih' a Lover's Breaft, 
More warnij more tender is tW Flame he feels — • 

Valeria. 
Alas, fhefe Raptures fuit not hef Diftrefs, f 

She feeks th' indulgent Friend, whofe fober Senfe 
Free from die Mifts of Paiffion might dfreft 
Her jarring Thoughts, and pteadlier doubtful Cau(e< 

Valerius. 

Am I that Friend ? O did (he turn her ThoUgJht 

On me for that ]dnd Office i 

Va. 
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Valeria. 

Yes, Valerius^ 
^he chofe you out to be her Advocate 
"fo CVRIATIUS ; *tis the only Hope 
She now dares cherifh ; her relentle(s Brother 
With Scorn rejefls her Tears, her Father files hcF^ 
And only you remain to footh her Cares, 
And £ive her ere fhe finks. 

Valerius. 

Her Advocate 
ToCuRiATius! 

Valerius. 
*Tis to him fhe fends you. 
To urge her Suit, and win him from the Field. 
Bjftcome ; her Sorrows will mofe ftrongly plead 
Tliah all my Grief can utter. 

' Valerius. 

To my Rival ? 

To CuRiATius plead her. Caufe, and teach 
My Tongue a Leflbn which my Heart abhors ! 
Impofliblc! Valeria, prithee fey 
Thou faw'ft me not j the Bufinefe of the Camp 
Confin'd me there ; Farewd. ^ [Going. 

Valeria. ^ 
What means my Brother r 
You cannot leave her now ; for Xhame turn back ; 
Is this the Virtue of a Rinnan Youth I . 

O by tbefe Tears ! . • ..» 

Valerius. " / 

They flow in vain, Valeria : 
Kay, and thou knpweft they do. O Earth and Heaven ! 
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This. Combat was the' Meansjtny happier Star^ 
FdUhd out, to fave me on the Brink of Ruin ; 
And can I plead againft it, turn Ailaifin 
' Onmyown'Life? - - - • -=^ 

' Valeria* 
Yet thou can^ft niurder hor 
Thou dofi pretend to love ; away. Deceiver ; 
I'll feek fome worthier Meilenger tq plead 
In Beauty's Cauf^ ; but firft inform HoibATiA, 
How much Valerius is the Friend fhe thought him. 

Valerius. 

Heavens ! ftay, Sifter ^ 'tis an arduous Tafk* 

Valeria. 

1 know the Talk is hard, and thought I knew 
Thy Vi^rtue too. 

Valerius. 
I muft, J will obey thee* 
Lead on.-^— -Yfet, prithee, for a Moment leave me^ 
*Till I can recolleft my fcatter'd Thoughts, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Valeria. 

My Valerius* 
I fly to tell her you but wait her Pleafurc. f it A-rf# 

Valerius. 
Yes, I will undertake this hateful OiEce | 
It never can fugceed. — Yet at this Inftant 
It may be dangerous, while the People melt 
With fond Compaflion, — No, it cannot Se^ * 
pis l^efolution's fix'd, and virtuous Pride 
Forbids an Alteration. To attempt it 
Mgk^s Jier hiy Friend, and may afford kcresift^ 



. ^4 ^^ RoMAK pAttlEJt; 

A tboufaiKtteitdtr Hbiif^ tt> iii(>Vc iifjr Sm^ 

That llope detecmoies all. lEjclt. 



SCENE, Anotber Apartment. 

HORATM^iVjlLERIA. HORATIA Wttk d Scorf 

in her Hand. 

/ 

HORATjiA. 

Where is thy Brother ? Wherefore ftays he thus ? 

Did you conjure him, did he £iy he'd comei^ 

I hpve no Brothers now^ and fty to him 

As my laft Refuge. Did he ten avcrfe * 

To thy Intrcatics ? Are afl Birothers fo L ^ 

Alas, thou told'ft me he fpake kindly to tihee % 
'Tis me, 'tis me he fhuns j I am the Wretch 
Whom Virtue dares not make Accpiaintance witJu 

Yet fiy to him ^in, iirtreat him lutiher. 
Tell him foftlfty Sake to have Fity on me; 
TKou art no Enemy to Rsnuj thou haft 
No Alban Hufband to claim half thy Tears, 
And make Humanity a Crime. 

Valeria. 

Dear Maid, 
Reftrain your SorroTies, Pve akcady told .you j 

My Brother will with Tranfport execute 
Whatever you command. 

HORATIA. 

O wherefore diCJR 
Is he away ? each Moment now is precious, 

> If loft, 'tis loft forever, andifgaitfd, 

. Loirg 



A f kAGEDY. ^5 

■ 

Long Scenes of laftlng PdicC) and finiling Y(^ 
Of Happinds unhopM^for wak upon it 

Valeria. 
I will again go feek him ; prd^ be calm; 
Succeis is thine if^ if dependis on him* ££^t 

HokATlA. 
SucceS \ iSaS) perlia'ps ev'n how too litfe 
I labour to prefetve him.; the dread Arm 
Of Vengeance is already ftretchM againlt him. 
And he muft j&H. Yetldt me ftrive to fave him. 
Yes, thou deslif Pledge, defign'd for happier Hours^ 

The GKt of nuptial Love, diouflialt at leaft 
£ila J diy rbwti'. 

Oft as I ftam'd the Webi 
He fate beAde me^ and Would &y m Sport, 
This Prdfent, which fixf Love defigns for me, 
iShall be the future ]Sbhd of iPeace betwiKt tls.^ 
By thb^wtlltfW^gafa&ftihgLove, by thi»} : . 
Thro' the fwe^ Roundof aS oidr Days t^ 06ih(% 
Alk what thbu: wilt^ and QvyPUKttvs grahft^ kr 

O I (hall try thee nearly noWj dear Voatb| 
Qlory and I areltivtik Mf %^He2Mt, 
And one muft conquer. 

^idif ValMIV^s Hitul VAi;gMf Ar 

SaV^ yoti) grapious l^dy; 
t>h die M Mdlagi^ilriVidi my Sifter fent me 

I had been here, but was gl^^ ^^^<i^ 

Ere to their Champions eadi ciefign'd her Charge, 

To nitifyAe League ^twixti^^^ and ^i^. ' 

D 2 Ho- 



^^6 7h Roman Fa^thbr^ 

. . HORATIA. 

Are they engaged then ? 

Vai,£r.ius* 
No, not yet engag*d ; • 
,SoftPity for a while fufpends thc^Qiifet j 
The Sight of near Relations, arm'd in Fight 
Againft each other, touch'd the Gazers Hearts $ 
And Senators on each Side have propos'd 
Ta change the Combatants, 

HoRATIA. 

My Bleffings on them I 
Think you they will fucceed ? 

Valerius, • - , ,j: , - 

The Chiefs therfifelycs 

Arc rcfolute to fight. 

HoRATIA. 

,. - . * . . 

Infatiaj:e Virtue ! 
I muft not to. the Field ; I an^ confined 
A Prifoner here.;.: or fure thefe Tears » would inov«^ 
Their flinty Bre^s. — IsCvriatius too 
Refolv'd on Death:? — O Sir, forgive a Maid, 
Who dares ifiYpite of Modefty confefe - ... 

Too foft a Paflion. Will yoit paidon me^ 
If I intreat you to the Field again . 

An humble Suitor from the verieft Wretch, 

That ever knew Diftreis. 

• «. . . • 

Valerius. 

Dear Lady fpeak s. 
What would you I fliquld do ? ^ 
, ' Hqratia. 

. O bear this to him. 
Valerius, 

»Towhoin? 
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A TRAGEDY. 37 

) 

HpRATIA. 

' To CuRiATius boar this Scarf; . . , ^- 
And tell him if he ever truly Idv'd ; J 

If all the Vows he breath'd were not f^e Lures 

To catch th' unwary Mind,- and fure they were not ! 

O tell him now he miy with Hpnour ceafe 
To urge his cruel Right ; the Senators 
OiRome and Alba will approve fjich Mildnefs^ 
Tell him his Wife, if he will own that Name, 
Intrcats him from the Field ; his.loft HoRatia 
B^ on her trembling Knees he would nqt t6mpt 
A certain Fate, and murder her he loves. ' 
Tell him if he confcnts, fhe fondly fwe^rs 
By every God the varying World adores. 
By this de^ Pledge of v6w'4 Affeftion fwears. 
To know no Brothers and no Sire ^but him ; 
With him, if HbnourVharihCoihmanSs" require it. 
She'll Wander forth, and feek fomc (Jiftarit Home, 
Nor ever think of Rome or jka more. 

Valeria ' 
Well, well, he will; do not torment thyfelf. 

'. HoR ATI a ; [Catching hold of the Scarf, which 
Jhe looked upon attentively while Vzicrh/poke. 
JLrOpkheiB, Valeria, where my Needle's Art * ' 

Has drawn a Sabine Virgin, drown'd in Tears > 

For her loft Country, and forfaken Friends ;^ 
While by hjer Side the youth&l Raviflier "- 
Loo^ ar^nt Love, and charms her Griefs away. ^ ^ * '^ 
I am that Maid diftreft'4 divided fo ; >^. i *^ . -V 

'Twixt Love and Duty. But why ravt i thus I "" ' 

Hafte, hafto, toCuRjATius^ and'yetftay. 

Sure I had fomettriaginibre >ttf fay 16 him i 

I knpvv not what it; wa^, ' • > '•'-'. V ■ "- ' ^' 
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^J5 7be jR.d^fAM Fa^^p^ies* 

Valerius. 
. , Could I, fw^ctLjidy, 

But paint your Grief with haif the Force I fed i^ 
I need but tell ith^ and he muft yield. • 

It may ht fo. Stay, ftay, befure you tell him. 
If he reje£h my Suit, no Power on Earth 
Shall force me to his Arms j I will deviie ; 

I'll die and be reveng'd ! 

Valeria. 
Away, my Brother ; 
But oh for Pity, do your Ofiice ju%3[>i^^/^VAtER|ys^ 

Let not your Paffion blind your Reafon i)0W, 
But urge her Caufe with Ardor., 

Vale^JPs. , . 
By my Sovrf 

I will Valeria ; her Diftrefs alarnas me^ 

* . * • 

And I have now no Intereft but hers. [^Efcif/^ 

Vale](iia. 
Come, deareft Maid, indulge not, thus your Sorrows : 
Hope fmiles again, and the fad Pjroi|^ cleats. 
Who knows th'£Se<Sk your MeSge may prodx^cei; 
The milder Senators ere this perUaj^s 
Have mov*d your tover'^ Mind j and if he doubfs^ 
He^s yours. 

Ho^ATiA, . 
He!s gone.— i bad a liioii^^ Tbingi \ 
And yet Pm ^ad he's gone. Think yoji, Valzrm« 
Your Brother will dday I they inay engage 

Before he .reaches tfaem* 

- Valeria. . 
TheFidd's foniear. 
That a few Minutes bring him to .tfae,PJaCc : 
Ad4 'tis not probable the Seoatofs / 

So foon (bould yield a Cauie of fo much Juftice. 



TRAX3EDY. 39 

HOUATXA. 

^as, they fhould have tbou^t on that before 
Tis now too late. The Lion when he's rous'd 
Muft have his Prejr^ wh(^e Den we W^t have paft 
In Safety while he flcpt. To draw the Swprd. 
And fire the youthful Warrior's Bteaft to ArD^B 
With aweful Viiioas of imKiortal Fanet 
And theii to bid him ibeath it» mad forget 
He ever hop'd for Conqueft and Renown ^ 
Vain, vain A^eiBpt ! 

Valeria* 

Yet when diat juft Attempt 
Is feconded by Love, and Beauty's Tears ^ 
Lend their foft Aid tq mfk 4h& Hero down ; 
What xnay we not effp^ i 

liORATlA. 

My dear Valbbja, 
Fain woM'd I hc^ I had the Power to move hinif 

Valeria, 
You have, you mUft ; Succefi is yoitrs already. 

HORATIA^ 

And yet (hould I fucceed^ the haid-gain'd Strife 
May chance to rob o^e of my future Peace, 
He inay not alwayis with the Eyes of Love 
Jjook on that Fondnels lyhich has ftab'd his Fains; 
fie xnay regret top late the Sacrifioe 
He made to Love, and a fond Woman's Wcaknef^ j 
* And think the inilder Joy^ of Jbcial Life 
But ill repay hipi for llie mighty Lofs 
Of Patriot-reputation I 

VAi'^RIA, 

Pray forbear, 

And fearch not tl)HS ioto ey^nlCul T^ 

D 4. For 



40 7he Rcman' Father,' * 

For Ills to come. This fatal Temper, Friend^ 
Alive to feel, and curious to explore 

Each diftant Objecft of refin'd Diftrefs, 
Shuts out all Means of Happinefs, nor leaves it 
In Fortune's Power to fave you froni Deftruftion. 
Like fomediftemper*d Wretch, your wayward Mind 
RejecSfe all Nourifliment, or turns to Gall 

The very Balm that fhduld relieve its Ar^guifh. 

He will admire thy Love, which could perfwadc him 
To give up Glory for the milder Triumph 
Of heart-felt Eafe and foft Humanity. 

. .: Horatia; 
I fain would hope fo. Yet we hear not of him. 
Your Brother, much I fear, has fued in vain. 
Could we not fend to urge his flow Exprefs ? 
This dread Uncertainty ! I long to know 
My Life or Lteath at once. 

V-ALERIA. 

The Wings of Lovt 
Cannot fly faftier than my Brother^s Zeal 
Will bear him for your Service. 

;: Horatia. 

r believe it. 
Yet doubt it too. My fickly Mind unites 
Strange Cot^xadi6lions. * 

VALERfA. . 

Shall I to the Walls ? 
I may from thence with 'Eafe furvey the Field, 

And can difpatch a Meflfenger each Moment 

» 

. To tell thee all goes well. 

HoRAtiA. • 

My beft Valeria ! 
Pa-v then. I know Ay Heart is there already, • 
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A TRAGEI^Y. 4* 

Thou art a Raman Maid, and tho*'' thy Friendfliip 
Petains thee here with one who fcarce deferves 
That facred Name, art anxious for thy Country, 
But yet for Charity think kindly of me \ 
For thou (halt find' by the Event, Valeria, 
1 am a iLojnaH too, however wretched, 

[Exit Valeria, 
Am I a Roman then ? Ye Powers, T dare uot 
flefolve the fetal Queftion I prc^ofe. 
If dying would fuffice, I were a Roman ; ' 
But to ftand up againft this Storm of PafEons 
Tranfcends a Woman's Weaknefs . Hark, what Noife !--» 
'Tis News from Cur I AT I US; Love, I thank thee! 

Enter a Servant, 
Well, does he yield ? diftraft me not with Silence; 
gay in one Word.— — 

Servant* 
Your Father 

HORATIA. 

, Whatofhim? 
Would he not let him yield ? O cruel Father J 

Servant. 
Madam, he*s he re ■ — 

floRATiA, 

Who! 

gKRVANT, 

Borne by his Attendants. 

IfORATIA. 

What mean'ft thpu ? 

HoRATius i$ led in by his Servants. 

HORATIUS. 

Lead me yet a little onward ; 

X flialj recover ftraight. 

•• • * 

HORA- 



4^ Tie Roman FAth««; 

H0RAT|A» 

My gracious Sixt I 

H0RATXU$. 

Lend me thy Arm, HaRATJA«*-^SeH^iQy Ch}14^ 
Be not fiirpriz'd ) an old Man JOtiuft exfcfk 
ThefeKttlc Shocks of Nature^ they arc Hints 
To warn us of our End* 

Hoi^ATIA, 

How «rc ypv, Sir? 

HOKATIVS. 

Better, much hetter. My fa^U Body could not 
l^u^port the fyn^ing Tumult of j^iy SouU „ 

HORATIA. 

No Accident I hope alarni'd yoii| Sir^ 
My Brothers-— r<- 

HORATIUS. 

Hen^ %Q to the Field again^ 
You Cautus and Vjnj>icius i and obfcrve 
Each Circumftance ; I ihajl \^ glad to hea^ - 
T'he ms^Tfter of the F^ht. 

HoRAtlA. 

Arethcy engag'd? 

HORATIUS. 

They are, Hor ati A; butfirftlet mediank thee [Duringtht^ 

For ftaying from the Field ; I Would have feen SpachaSer-^ 

_^ vant gives 

The Fight myfdf, but this unlucky Hlnefs ^ Paper to 

Has forc'd fldC to jMtiw. Where is thy Friend ? HoR ATI A« 
What Paper's that ? Why doft thou tremble fp .? 
Here let me open it. — From Curiatius ! 

HaRATiA, 

Q keep me not in. this Sufpence, my FajJier j 
Relieve me froifa ^ Rack. 

' Ho4 



4 TRAOEOy, 4| 

HORATJEUS. 

H^ tells tbec heisc, 
He dare not 4o an AtSlon that would make Km 
Unworthy o£4iy \4>y% and thprcforer^- 

IfORATIA* 

Well, I am fatlsfie4. 

HORATIUS. 

I fee by this 

Thou haft endeavoured to jperfuade tby I-oycr 
To quit the Combat Could'ft thou think, Ho^atiA| 
He'd facrifice his Country to a Wpman ? 

Horatia. 

I know not what I thought ; he proy^ ^oo plainly 
Whate'cr it was, I was dccejv'd in him 
Whom I applied to. 

HORATIUS, 

# • 

po not think fo^ Dau^ter j 
Could he with Honour have declined the Fight, 
I (hould inyfelf have joinM in thy Requefty 
And ibrc'd him from the Field, fiut think) my Cbib^ 
Had he confe^ed, and bad Alkf^ Caui^ 
Supported by another Arm, been bafled. 
What then could'ft thou expedi I Would he not cyrff 
His foolifh Love, and hate thee for thy Fondneis I 
^ay think, perhaps, 'twas Artifice in thee 
To agg^andi^tby Race, and lift their Fanie 
Trium{4iant o'er his Riiin and his Country's. - 
Think well on that, and Reafon muft convince theQ 

HoRATJA. [Wildly. 

Alas, had Reafon ever yet the Power 

To talk down Grid; or bid the tortur'd Wretch 
I^otlee) his Anguiih ? 'tis impoffible. 

2 CouU 



44 / 9l5r Roman Father, 

Ck>uld Reafbn govern, I fhould now rejoice 
They were engajg'd, and count the tedious Momentsi 
'Till Conqucft fmilM, and RoTne igairi was free. 
Could Reafon govern, I (hould beg of Heaven 

m 

To guide my Brother's Sword^ ahS plunge it deep 

Ev*nin the Bofem of theMan I love. • , 

I fhould forget he ever won my Soul ; 

Forget 'twas your Command that bade me love him j 

Nay fly perhaps to yon detefted Field, 

And fpurn with Scorn his mangled Carcafe from me. 

• "HORATIUS. • '• 

Why wilt thou talk thus ? Prithee be more calm : 

I can forgive thy Tears,* they flow from Nature, 

And could 'have gladfy wrfti'd the jfHan State 

Had found us other Enemies to vanquHh." 

But Heaven has will'd it, and Heaven's Will be done t 

The glorious Expedlatidn of Succefs 

Buoy* up my Soul, nor I'ets a Thought intrude 

To dalh my promis'd Joys.— What fteadfy A^alour 

.Beam'd from their Eyes^ ^ Juft To, if Fancy's Power 

May form Conjefture from his After-age, 

Rome's Founder muft have Jook'J, when warm in Youth * 

And flufh'd with future Conqueft forth he march'd 

Agaii^. proud Acron^ with whofe bleeding Spoils 

He grac'd.thc Altar.of*/^er^/r/W» ^<we?. 

— IN'lethinks I feel recover'd ; I might venture 

Forth to the Field a^in. What ho! VpLsciNius, ' 

Attend me to the Camp. * -^ '• ' 

.;.. , xMv deareft Fkther, 
Let me intreat you ftay;, tb^Tumultither© * - ' - !*V 

WilIdifcoi|ipQfi?yovi,j^d.#-quiQl^IlieIapfer.r/ .♦ I '^ 

. . * ......' • lAxf 
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I * 

May prove moft dangerous. I?1J reftrain my Tears, 
If they ofFend you. 

HoRATIUS* 

Well, rU be advis'd. 
/•Twere now too late, ere thUtiifijrjnuft have^oxiqucifd* 
' *— And here'sthe happy Meffen^erpf -Glory J -^ . . ,j^ 

All's loft, oH's ruJnM j . Recd^fitw OQ-Jtori I '■:'-. : r 
What doft thou- fey? * ..»:.») 'i .fu.. . "1 y;v^r.jV7 

!t cannot be > where ar?, my 5om.?_ pll^de^d ? - » : _ > ^ 

PuBLius is ftiU alive, the other Two . r >.t n> 
Jfave paid the fatal Debt they owed their Coua^, 

HORATIUS, -^ :._,,.. 4-Y 

PuBLlus alive?, you muft miftake,.,VALEKiA.i^ , . , 
He knows his Duty better. ^ ^ 

He muft be dead;> x)r ^<?»i^ viflprious. 

^ * VALERIA. . , , 

Thoufands as well as I beheld the Combat »; 
After his Brother's Deaths he ft ood alone. 
And afted Wonders agaihft three Aflailants ; 
'Tin fbrc'd at laft to fave himfelfbj Flight. 

- ■ ^ HoRATius. ^ 
By Flight ? and did the Solditelet him pafs-? ' '" • - ^ 
O I am ill again !— the 'Coward Villain ! 

[Throwing himfelfinto his Chair. 

■■''"' Ho- 
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Hsratia. ' 
Alas^ niy Brothef 9 1 

. HdRATitrs, 

Weep not for them, Giri ; 
tftt!f^ died a Dekrfi ^ich Kings ifiemfdVcs might tri vyi 
And whilft dity Kv'4 they few their Gbimtiy free; 
O had I perifliM wiftelhcfti ! Bui for him 
Whofc impious Flight dil|«)*i6ars all his feacc^ 
Tears a fond F^^dnet^i f{«M| ifkf taftieff baitei^ 
For poof precarious Life hit Counts Glory, 
Wcepj weep for him, and let me jofc my 'ttd^ J 

Valbria. 
IVha* couid hie <tei my Lord, when three oppos^ him f 

HoRATrcs. 
tic might luve dicrf!— O ViBalfi^ Villai/ii Villain ? 
|— And he fhall die 5 (his Arm (hall facrifice 
The Life he d^ed preferve widi Infamy. 

^Endeavouring ta rijh 
Wkat means this Wcatnefe. ? *tis untimely now. 
When I ihould puhiili an ungrateful Boy; 
Was this his boafted Virtue which could charm 
His cheated Sovereign, and brought TeJtfs of Joy 
To my old Eyes ?-r-fo' young a Hyjpocrite ! 
O Shame^ Shame, Shame ! 

VALERtAi 

Have patience Sii*,. all Rmt 
Bdield his Valour, arid approved his Flight 
Againft fuch Oppofition^ 

HoRATtirfi* 

Tell not me^ 
What*s Rmi to me ? Rome may excufe her Traitor $ 
But Tm the Guardian of my Houfe's Honour, 

And 
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And I will puniOi. Fra^ ye lead me foitb, 

I would have Air. But grant me Streagtb, kind Gods^ 

T» do this A£t of JulKce, and TB own, 

Whate'er 'gaintt Rsm yonr awfut VVilh decree, ** 

Yc ftiU are juft, and merdfiil to me I £xeti»ti 



rit END of the Third Aft. 
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ACT IV. 

$ C^ N E I." 

A Room in HoratiusV Houfe. 
J5;«/^ HoRATius, Valeria following, 

Horatius. 

AWAY, away, 1 fed my ftrength renew'di 
And I will hunt the Vil)ain thro* the World j 
No Defarta fhall conceal, nor Darkneis hide himt 
He IS well (kiird^m Flight, but he fhaH find 
*Tis not fo eafy to elude the Vengeance 
Of a wrong'd Father's Arm, as to efcapfe 
His Adverlary's Sword. 

' Valeria. 

Reftrain your Ragt 
But for a Moment Sir \ when you (hall hear 
The whole unraveFd, you will find he's innocent* 

Horatius, 
It cannot be. 

Valeria, 

And fee. my Brother come$y 
H« may perhaps x«lat« 
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■'A tRAGEDY. 4^ 

HORATIUS. 

I will not hear him | 
"^^11 not liflen to my Shame again. 

Enter Valerius. 
Valerius. . 
I come widi iund condolance from the King 
Tq fix)di a Fatfaer'$ Grief, and to exprc£--^ 

HoRATiirs. . 
Pve heaid it all ; I piay you fpare my Bluflies. 
IVantnotConfbbtion, 'rihs enough- 
Jliey periih'd for their Country. Eut the third^. 

Valerius. 
True^ he indeed may well fupply their Loft, 

And calls for all your Fondne& 

HORATIUS, 

All my Vengeance's 
And he (hall have i^ Sir. 

Valbaius; 
. . ^ , What means my Lor^ ? 
Are you alone diipleas'd with what he has done \ 

HORATIUS. 

*lls I alone, I find, muft puniih it 

VaceriIts. 
puniflit my Lord? What Fault has he committed? 

HORATlrUS. 

Why win you double mj Confiifion tiius I 
Is FUg^ no Fault ? 

VAtERIUS. 

In fucb aCaufe as hii 



^was gloriouv. 



fio- 



HoitAT]rus. 

Glorious J O rare Sophiftryy 
T^o find a Way through Infiuny to Glorj ! 

Valerius. 

I fcarcc can Xi\& nqr Senfe ? I nfanty! 

. tVhat, was it infemons to iave his Cotmtry I 
lb ArtaCiimc? Isrk die Name of FEght 
We can't forgive, thou^ its adored EffeA 
Reftof d us all t3 Freedom, Fame, and Empbt 7 

HORATIUS. 

What F^me, w&ai Frtedom^ who has faved his CooHtry f 

Valerius. 
Your Son> ny Loid, has done it. 

HORATIUS.. . - 

How, when, where ? 
Valerius. 
b't poffible r IKdyou n<$t fay you knew? - 

HORATIUS.^ 

^ care not what I knew ; O tell me all. 

Is Rome ftill free ? has if/(« ? has my Son ? j 

iFell me. 

Valerius. 
YoufSoti, myLbrd^has flainherChaHij^onB^ 
^ Hdratius. 
What, Pu^Lius? 

Valekius; 
He. 

HORATIUS.- 

O let me dafp thee to n g » » 

Were ther6 not three remaining ? 

VaItERIUS* 

T*rue, there Were ^ 

%jk wottndcd all.- 
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HoRA'irus. 
Yam Sifter here had told us 
^hat Rme mis Vaiiqutfb'd> that mj Son 'was fled ** 

VALERIU^b 

And he did Afj hdt 'twas, that Flight, pre&jyd ug, . 
All Homi as wdl as me has heen deceiv'd^ 

. Hqratius. 
Let me again emb!race thee.* — C(»ne^ relate .it* 
Didlnotiay^ Val£Ria> that my Boy 
MuftMabbe desad^ or i2^/nr vi£lorious ? 
I long to hear the Manner^— — Wcil> Vajler^us* 

, VAlERIUSb 

Your other Soi)l5> myvLord^ had paid die D^bt 
They owed to Rm^y add he alone remained 
^Gainft three Opponejtts^ whofe united Strength, 
Th</K3wmmded each> and tobb'd of Wdf their Fgite, 
.^Kas.ffill ixxi great for his. Awhile he ftood 
Their fierce Aflaults, and then jiTetended Flight 
Only to tire his wounded Adver&ri^. 

HbRATlUS. 

t^retended Flight, and this fuccceded, ha J 
O glodouf^ Boy J . 

*Twas better ftifl> myl^prdi 
iPor all purfued^ but not with equal Speed. 
£ach eager fcsr the Conqueft preis'd to reach'bin^ 
Kor did the firft 'ti]l 'twas too late pcr^iui^ 
His fai^r 9f^^ p?u»iJlg fer bebind. 

HORATZUS* ^* 

He took them fingjljr then? an cai^Gonqiisifi^ 
*Twas Bpy'sPby only. 

• . .... 

E 2 Va- 



J2 Ti&tf Roman FAxkEk, 

Valerius. 
Never did J fee 
Such univedal Joy, as when the laft 
Sunk on the Ground beneath Horatius' Sword; 
Who feci^*d awhile t6 parley as a Friend, 
And would ha'^e giveil him Life, but Caius ttoftfd ih 

Valeria, 
Caiusf O p6or Horatia ! 

HORATIUS- 

Peace, I charge thed 
Go, drefs thy Face in Sihiles^ tod bid thy Frieit* 
Wake to new Tranfports ; let Ambition fire her $ 
What is a Lover loft ? Thdre's not a Youth 
In Rom bitt will adoire heir \ Kfn^ will feck 
For her Alliance how^ anfii mightieft Chid& 
Be honour'd by hfer Smiles. ' Will they notj Youth ? 

- ^ Valerius. 

Moft furci my Lord, diis Day has added Worth 
To her, whofe Merit Was before unequallU 

" HORATIUS. 

How could i doubt his Viitue ! ^Mighty God% 

This is true Glory, to preferve his Country, 

And bid by one brave A& tW ttoratian Name 

In Fame's eternal Volumes be enf oll'd. 

Methiafa already I bdiold his Tiiumplh 

JJ^in^ gazes on%im like a fecond'Fouhder^ * - 

The wondVing Eye of Childhood views witJi AlW 

The new Divinity, and trembling Age 

Crowds eiigerioftrta blefs.him'.a:e it dies!. -- . - 

Erelong, perhaps, they will raife Altarsto hihii . . 

And even with Hymns and Sacrifice adore 

The 
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The Virtue I fufpeaed ! : — Gracious Hcav'n f 

Where is he? Letmefly, and at his Feet 
Fomt the Father, and implore a Pardon 
^ox fuch Injuftice. 

* Valerius. 
You may loon, my Loidn^ 
Jn his Embraces lofe the fond Jtemembranc^. 
Of your miftaken Rage. 'Phe King ere diia 
Has from the Field^iiffiatch'd him ; he but fta/d 
Till he cosld'imd him home widi feme flight Honours 
Of Ccatter'd Wreadis, and grateful Spngs of Praife. 
For 'till to-morrow he poftpones the Pomp. 
Of folemn Thanks,^ anct^Sacrifiee to Heaven 
For Libefiy rdCbr'd. But hark ! that Shout^ 
Which founds from far, and feems the mingled Voi^f^ 
Of Thoufimds, fpeaks hip onward on his. Way. 

HORATIUS. 

How my Heart d^nc^ ]«^-^Yet I bhilh to meet him. 
But I will ot^. Come,comeHoitATiA, leave [CalSngat « 
Thy Sorrow &r behind, aiidlet.u^fly, tbeDwr. 

With open ^^^ms tougreet our^coiumon Glory. 

[Exit HORATIUS. 

Enter Horati a tf»</' Valeria, to Valerius. 

HOPAT.IA. 

Yes^ I will go ; this Father's hard Command • 

^hall be obey'd, and I will me^ the Conqueror ^ 

But not in Sn^les. . ^ . . ^ 

Valerius. 
QgP flQW ge<^tle Lady j 
Might I a^yife — ~ 

E3 \^ 
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Vawria/ 

Your Griefs zft yet toofilBfi^ 
And may offend him; do not:* .my Horatia^ 

Valerius. 
Indeed 'twere bfetter to avoid his Prefence, 

It will revive yourSorrowsi and recall -— — 

HpRATIA. 

Sir, when I faw )rou kft I was a Woman, 
The Fool of Nature, a fond Prey to Grief, 
Made ^ of Sighs and Tesus, -But noW) n^y Sot|l 
]> ifdains the*very Thought pf what I was ; 
'Tis grown too callous to be mov'd with Toys. 
Obferve me well ; am I not nobly chang'4 i 
Flow my fad Ey^, or heaves piy Breaft one Groan > 
No, for I doubt no longer. 'Tis not Grief, 
'Tis Refolution now, andfixklDefpair. 

Valeria. 
My dear, HoR ATI A^ you ftrike Terrors thro' mej 

W hat dreadful Purpofehaft thou form'f) ? O fpeak I 

VALERtirSy 

Talk gently to her. Hear nae yet, fweet Lady j 

You muft not go ; whatever you refolve 
There is a Sight will pierce you to the Soul. 

HORATIA. 

What Sight? , 

Valerius. . 

Alas, I {hould be gla4 to hide it^ 
But it is— 

Horatia. 

What? 

2 Va- 
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VaI.ER1U:S. 

'Your Brooby weais in Tnnmpb 

T)i«.very Scarf I bore to Curiatius. 

HORATIA. [fFfldfy. 
Ye Gods, I thank JP ' 'tis with Joy I liear it. 
If I Ihould falter now> that Si^ would roui^ 
My drooping Rage^ and fwell the Tempeft louder. 
— But fofts they may prevent me; my wildPaffioa 
Betrays nvy.Eurpofe. ril diffemble with them. 

Vainer iui». r 

She ibftenfi now. 

Valeria. 
How do you, my Horatia^ 

HORATIA. 

iUas^ my Friend, 'tis Madnefs whidi I utter 

Since you perfuade me then» I will not go. 
But leave me to myfclf ; I would fit herc^ 

Alone in filent Sadnefe po(ur my Tears, . 
^d meditate on my unheard-of Woes. 

Valerius to Valeria. 
^were well to hwnour this. But may fhe nqfc 
If left alone do Outrage on herfclf ? 

Valeria. 
Iliayc prevented that; fhe has not near her 
0ncInfbrument of Death. 

Valerius. 

Retire we then. 
But oh not far, for now I fed my Soul 
f^ more perplaf d with Love. Who knows, Valeria, 

P4 But, 
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But, iwfaen this StonnofGrieflKu blown its FilL 
She may grow cahn, and lift en to my Vows. 

[Exeunt VAttKivsandVALEHJ A. 
Jfter a Jbort Silence HoK ATI A rifes^ and comet forward. 

HORATIA. 

Yes, they arc gone; and now be firm my Soul! 
This Way I can elude their Search. Tlic Heart, 
Wh'ich doats like mine, niuft break to be at Eafe. 

Juft now I thought, had Cu»t atius lived, 
I could have driven him from my Breaft for ever. 
But Death has canceled all my Wrongs at once. 
—They were not Wrong? ; 'twas Virtue which undid us. 
And Virtue iball unite us in the Grave. 

I heard them fay, as they departed hence. 
That they had robb'd me of ^ Means of Death. < 

Vain Thought ; they knew not half Hor atia's Purpole. ' 

Be refolute, itiy Brother, let no weak 
Unmanly Fondnefi mingle with thy Virtue, 
And I will touch thee nearly. O come on, 
^Ti$ Ihou alone can"ft give Ro& ati a Peace. [2x1^4 
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SCENE It 

» 

jt Street of Rome. 

CHORUS of. T^bs imdyifiijujhiiff Md/cMl* 
tering Branches ofOak^ Flowers^ &C. "Then emtri 
HoRATius Uamng 01 the Arm of Vvtti^ iimr^ 

RATIUS. 

C H O H U S. 

Thu8> for Freedom nobly W0A^ 

jRimr hjv hafty Tribute pours I 
And on one vidoridus Son 

Half cxhaufts her.bk)omiiigStC)|)^ 
A Youth* 
Scatter here the Laiuel Crown^ 

Emblem of immortal Praife f 
Wond'rous Youth ! to thyRenown 

Future Times flnll Altars nuie. 
A Virgin. 
Scatter here ^ Myrtk Wreath^ 

Tho' the bloodleis Vifior's Due \ 
Grateful Thoufiuids favM from Deat|^ 

Shall devote that Wreath to you* 
A Youth, 
Scatter here the Oaken Bough; 

Ev'n for one averted Fate • 
We that Qvic Meed beRoVir^ 

He iav'd all, vrh^ iav*d the SM6^ 
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CHORUS. 
Thus for Freedom, feTr. 
, ;HoRATiu^ 
Thou do'ft foi^give nie then, my deareft Boy, 
I camiot tell thee half my Exftaqr. 
The Day which gave thee firft to my ^adHope^ 
WaiMiOay to thw— Pm mad vfiik Txairfport ! 

iWlqr are ye filcnt there? ag^n renew 
Ytm iKM^ ot Praife^ and &a a louder Strain 
Pour forth your Joy, and tell the lift*ning Spheres 
TbdtRome is freed by«y Horatius* Hand. 

FUBLIUS4 
No more, my Riends.— You muft permit ime, Sir^ 
To contradi<9 you here. Not but s^ Soul, 
Like yours, is open Co the Charms of Pnufe : ^ 

There is rto Joy beyond it, when the Mind 
Of him who hears it can with honeft Pride 
Confefs it juft, and liikn to its Mufk. 
But now die Toils I havie fuftain'd require 
Their Interval of Reft, and every Scnfe 
Is deaf to Pleafurc-^— — Let me leave you. Friends; 
We're near our Home, and would be private now : 
To-morrow well expe£t your kind Atten&uioe 
To (hare our Joys, and waft our Thanks to Heaven. 
lAs tbey are going ^Horatia rufibes in. 

HORATIA^ 

Where is this mighty Chief i 

; * ^HORATIUS. ' 

My Daughter's Voice ! 

I bade her come ; *flie has forgot her Sorrows^ 
And is agsuumy <Cfajld» t : 

- ^ HORATIA, 

Is this the Hero 

That 
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That tnmplcs Nature's Tics, and noMy foars 
Above the Diflatcs of Humanity i 

Ij^ me oMcrvc hfan well. 

PuBLius. 

What means my Sifter ? 

- . HORATIA. 

Thy Sifter! I djfclaim Ae impious Tide 5 , 

Bafe and inhuman ! Give me back my Hufband, 
My Life, my Sotil, my murdered Curiatius ! 

PUBLIUS, 

{Ic pcrifli'd for his Country. . 

HORATIA. 

. . Gracious Gods, 

Was't not enough that thou had'ft murdered him. 
But thou muft triumph in thy Guilt, and Wear 

His bleeding Spoils ? O let me tear them from tbcc, 

Drink the dear Drops that iffued from his Wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole Tide that fweHs 
With impious Pride a hoftile Brother's Heart.. 

HORATIU?. 

Amiawake, or is it aD Dlufion ! 
; Was it for this thou cam'ft ? 

PUBLIUS. 

HoRAtiA, hear me. 
Yet I am calm, and can forgive thy Folly ; 
Would I could call it by noharfher Name. 
But do not tempt me farther. — ^Go, my Siftrr, 
Go hide thee from the World, nor- let a Roman 
Know with what Infcilcnce thou dar'ft ayow 
Thy Infemy, or what is more my Shimc 
How tamely I fiMOve it— Go, Horatia. 
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HoRAtlA. 

I will not ^.— What, have I touch'd thee Aen ? 
And can'ft thou fed i — Q think not thou fkdt lofe 
Thy fliare of Anguifh. TU puifue thee ftill. 
Urge thee all Day "with thy tmnatural Crimes, 
Tear, harrow up thy Breaft : and then at Night 
I'D bt^the Fury that (hall haunt thy Dreams j 
Wake thee with Shrieks, and place be^re thy Sight. 
Thy maogled Friends in all their Pomp of Hon;or. 

PuBLius. 
Away with her; 'tis womanifh Complaining. 
Think'ft thou fuch Trifles can alarm the Man 
Whofe nobleft Paffipn is hU Cquntiy's Love ? 
'—Let it be tliine, and leaf a to be^r Afflidion* 

HORATIA, < 

CixrCe on my Coyrypry's Lqve, the Tjrick ye teach us 
To make ys Slaves beneath the Mafk of Virtue ; 
To rob us of e^h fpft;^ endearing Senf^ 
And violate the firft, great Law within xts^ 

l^xn the impious Paffion. i 

PuBLius. * 

Have a Care; 
Thou% touqt'ii a Stpng. wj^ii^ may awake my Ven^ 
geance. 

HoitAT<A^ [Jfidei, 

Then it ihall do^t. 

PUBLIUS. 

I 

O, if thou dar'il prophan©, ♦ 

That facred Tie which wrnds about my Heart,, 
By Heaven I fwear, by the great Gods whp mh 
The Fate rf Empires, *tis not this fond Wcaknefe 

Which 
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tVhich hangs upon me, and retards my Jufticoy 
Nor even thy Sex, which fhall prote£l thee from hie. 

\Clapping bis Htind oh his Swords 

HORATIUS. 

Drag her away — ^thou'It make me curie thee, Girl-i--** 
Indeed {he's mad. [T^PuBLius* 

HORATIA. 

Stand ofF, I am not mad-^ 

Nay, draw thy Sword ; I do defy thee, M^irderer, 
barbarian, Rman I — Mad i the Name of Romg 
MakesMadmen of you all ; my Curies on it* 
1 do deteft its impious Policy. 

Rife, rife ye Stsotes (Q that my Voice could fire 
Your tardy Wrath ! ) confound its felfifli Greatnefs, 
Rafe it*8 jproud Walls, and lay its Towers in Afhes f 

PuBLlus. 
FU bear no more*- • « [Drawing bis Sword. 

HbRATIUS. • 

EKftraaiofil^Foreeheroff^ * 
HoiATiA. . {Struggtiug» 
Could I but prove the Hden to defboy 
Thiscurs'd ikilbcial State,. I'd4ie withO'ranfiioft: 
Gaze on the fpreading Fkes-— 'tillthe laft Pile 
Sunk in the filaseH-then mingle with its Ruins. 

PVBLIUS* * . ; . 

Thou flialt not live to that 

HORATIVS. 

' Affift niej Friends — ■ 
Drag— tear \tn off.— O Pua lh;s~0 my Son- 
Spare, fpare a Father ! . ". \^eyfnrcihT^f. 

I 

Pv»r 



^a 9i&tf Roman Father^ 

PuBLius. lAfter a Paufi^ 

Let her avoid me then, — My whole Soul's movM^ 
And Rom/s immortal Genius ftirs within me \ 
Yes, ye dread Powers, whofc everlafting Fires 
Blaze on our Attars, and whofe facred Shields 
From Heaven descending guard imperial Ji»mi^ 
1 feel, I feel your Wrongs — for you I fought, 
For you I bear the Swoird. — Lead on my Friends, 

HoRATurs. [Lcdih^ €it htm as he gotsouU 
How drea<lful, yet how loveh^' is hi& Virtue ! 

{Going after him* 

Enter Valvikivs ondiwoi/r ihre^e Serwntf. 

Vaierius. l^tofipingHoKATivs^ 
Saw you your Daughter, Ski , 

HoRATlrus,. 

Alas, VALEftltT^ ' 

I yet Hand tronbling on the Bd nk o£ Fate^ 
And" fcatce can think l^ dreadfiil Moment paft. 
She has been hete^ and witk fuch iiiiim>us Outnigf 
Afl^'dher Brother, tfaat our utmoft Fat»B 
Scarce finr'd her &oiaJ]is SwDtdf 

He couW i|ot fur©^ 
Attempt her Life ! .. . 

HORATjyS» 

H^ dkU 
Valerius. 

And could you beiO* 
TfaitSght, my Lord? 



H0K,ATItTs;. '• 

. Valerius, afknie not 
What I could bear. I fecl'the Tornient-ftill. . ' 

And dread to think what MIfchiefs' had enfued" ' 
Had I like him been. warmM and deaf tqNatux^' 

al£rius. - 

But (he is lafe? 

HORATIUS. 

Yes, from die Sword Ihe is ; 
But mad as die Cumaan Maid (he raves. 
And pours tnced^Cuvfes dA^fi0rCaiiittr3r»'^ 
Milguided Girl ! 

But I can bear my Fate ; the Hand of Heaven 
Chaftifes thus my Infolence of Joy, 

I were too happy elfe ! ^Yet Art perhaps 

May give her Eafe, your Sifter will attend her. 
I muft not fee her now ; Publxus wiQ thank 
That I nt^eSt him $ every Pang I fed 
Affronts his Virtue^ and eadi idle Doubt 
Is Treaibn to die State his Aim Jkas ikved. 
O my divided Heaxt! IBxiU 

Vale&ivs. 
PuBLius will think f 
Then 'ds in Ramiy it feems, become a Crime 
Ev'n for the ibfter Sex to let their A^iguiih 
Tranfport their' Souls beyond the Bounds of Rcafim* 
XhirHefoes would new^^mold Humanity ; 
And tie down Madneis to the pedant Rules 
Of dull Difcredon.— Dar'd attempt her Life ! 
Let me not think on that. I will avoid him^ 
^ill I am cabn again. — Go fome of you 
This Way, bwt that, and feurch my Sifter out 

Saft^ 
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Say, V I meet bqr go^ I fl>aO return 

And wait hq; here.— This Violence of Gtief 

Cannot laft long and fuch a Heart as ben. 

So (oniCA.fotYaS.oiit fa acxeffUc 

To tefider Patn^ may learn' once more to provs 

Tbc pteaSng Tnnlports of reviving Love. 
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ACT V. 

S C E N E I. 

Tloe Street. 
Enter Valeria und a Servant. 

Valeria. [inDifirJer. 

REgard not me.— Did you not fay, my Brother 
Was here? Where is'he ?— Yefl krtow not w)if' 
1 mfh him here, W that my burftihg Heart 
May vent its Griefs, and find a Reifiige for them. 

SfiUVANT. 

Madam, my irord appr«Miches. 

£«/^- Valerius. 

Valeria. 

O Valerius, 

HoR AT I A, poor Hon atia's loft for ever j 

Her unrelenting Brother 

Valerius. 
DearcftSiftc", . ^^ 

Compofe your Fears. She has eficap'd his Rage-* 
But now I faw her Father, and his Care :^^ : 
Has fav*d her from the Blow, and begs your Aid 
To fpoth her 0xpJO^d Mind, 
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Valeria. 
What fays my Brother ? 
How iav'd i alasj too fune ifae dies this Momenta 
She had no Father there ; thefe Eyes beheld 
The fatsd Stroke, and thefe fad Arms received hen 
Nor had I left her now but to obey 
Her own Command,^ and by Intreaties force 
Her cruel Brother to her. 

Valerius.^ [With Amazemeftt^ 

When Was this ? 

Where was it ? Say, Valeria- 
Valeria. 

When I left you 
To feek fome diflF'rent Way our haplefe Charge, 
Led 1^ the Noife from Street to Street I ran, 
And came at laft where through the gather'd Crowd 
I faw but could not reach her. Wild fhe feem'd^ 
Struggling with all that would oppofe her PaiGig^ 
And*rying ©very Method to provoke 
Her Brother's Fury : With dire Blafphemics, 
Which (hock'd my trembling Soul, her Tongue profan'd 
£ach awful Name, and not a God efcap'd 
Her imprecating R2^. 

Valerius. 
« . Well, weU, enough ; 

But come to him. 

Valeria. 
Silent awhile heftood. 
As the dead Calm before the Thunder rolls. 
Nor anfwer'd to her Rage : Then, rous'd «t once^ 
As if fomelnfpiration touched his Soid^ 
His Bofom heav'd, he rais'd his Eyes to Heav'n^ 
•Then busft in Tears, and whilft he wept he drove 

The 
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Ybe I\>iniaid to herlleait, and tbu% he Cried^ 

r 

^hus periih all the Eneiiues of Rime f 

' < YALERIUSi . 

Thou fecm'ft to plead bis Cawfe. 

Valeria. 

, Alas, my Brodicr^ 
1 fpeak but what I &w. 

Valerius. 

Where was her Father? 

Valeria. 

I know not, but fome Chance, diey fatd^ detained him^ 
He fcarce had left the Crowd, and thought her £ife. 

Valerius. 
Scarce left the Crowd, and thought her {afe ? — ^^O God^i 
*Twas I, 'twas I detain'd him \ in that Moment 
The bonid Deed was done.— Where are they now? • 

VAbERIAi 

t hope with her. She fear'd fome fatal Violenfic^ 
And therefore beg'd me to intreat them to ber^ 

Valerius. 
And have you fcen theni ? Are they Friends ? 

Valeria^ 

O' no, 
I found theiyi high m Wrath : Th^ poor old Man 
Tom with contending Paffions threatened oft 
DeftrU£lion on his Son, who with Difdain 
Laid bare his Breaft, and bade him ftrlke the Blow/ 
The Patriot then took Place^ anif he would wi{h 
He never had a Daughter. My Approach 
Alarm'd them both ; but Publius foon refum'd 
Hi6 Ivotitri Firmnefs, bade her Father go 
And mingle Tears x^'ith h^rs, he would not fee li^ty 

Fa Nof 
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Nor dafccf pollute his Conqudb with her Pidencek 
Haft thou no Hearty the F;^er cried, and look'4 
Unutterable Sorrow ; at Vfbkh Sight 
He yielded^ aiid obey'd. 1 left them then 

To feek you out. My Brother, you legard noC 

What I '^ have feid.— Tfou hear mejiot. 

Valerius. 

Kevenge is bufy here. Ye$, Aaa proud Chief, 
In fpitit of all the Glories iK4iidi ftmround Aee^ 
I yet may cnrfh Ay Pftdef 

Valeria • 

You wiB not kffl him ? 

Valerius. 
Kiflhimi Valerxa !— 'Ti* no^ corwnoii Dsath 
Which he (hall die : I wHl have noble Vengeance^ 
The Thought ddights my Soul t {Gm^# 

Valeria. 

What Thought^ ixiy Br^cr f 
Nay tell me, or yon go not^ — ^Stay at leaft 
'Till you hear more.—Ifed HoRaTIa*s Wrongs 
As ftrong as youw ■ ■ * [£xif VAtERitrsv 

He V gone, Tho' my Heart bleeds 
t*ormy poor dying Friend, I muft purfue him. 
His fetal Rafhnefs may diftrefs her more, 
And bring freib Sorrows on an aged Siie 
Oppr«(yd too much already. (Exiif, 
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I 

SCENE the h^. 

A Room in HoRATiusV Hcufe,. ^ 

HoRATiA m a Cmchy ^md jtftendan$$^ 

CcaTe* ceafe your crud Aid, 3re ihall noit fave ja^. 
My utmoft Wifh is Death, and I will have i^ 

Ye(^ let me thank yoii for t^s little Life 
Your Art prolongs, 'till I have niade my Peao^ 
^nd a<k*d 'Forgjvenels here^ ' 

HORATIUS. 

MyChild, myCSiiMf 

HORATIA^ 

What means dii$ TendeFnd3 ?— r-I thought to fee ywi 

Inilamed with Rage a^nft a wortMefi Wretch^ 

Who h;^ (Kflionoui'd your tlMtnous Race, 

And ftainM its hri^iteft Fame. In Pily look ft<tf 

Thus kindly on me. O behold me. Sir, 

With that ftem AfpeA my wron^ Brother wears. 

And I may then i^>porC this dreadful P^ing ; 

}^prlhave injuf^dyqu. 

{ioRATXus, • 

Thou has not. Girl ; 
I Jsud, *tw;ts Madnels ^, but he would not hear me, 

Hon at; A. 

wrong him not, his hSt was noble ^eftice. . 

1 forced him to the De^d : For know^ ray Father, 
Jt was not Madnefs, but the firm Refult 

Qi fe^t]e4 l^on, and deliberate ThQu^ht, 

F ^ I was 
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I was refolvcd on Death, and witneis Heaven, 

rd pot have died by any Hand but his 

For the whole round of Fsune his Word) (hall boaft 

Thro* futuf e Ages. NougHt but this, my Father, 

Could reconcile us; I forgive him now 

TheI)i^hof CuRiATius^ thislaftBlpi^ 

Has canceled that, and he's once more my Brother. 

HORATIUS. 

What haft thou fald ? Werc't thou fo bent oil Death ? 
Was all thy Rage diff^mbled f 

HORATIA. 

All, my Father, 
AH but my LoVe* wis falfe \ what that infpire^ 
lutter'd freely, and ftill hate the Caufe 
Which has- undone us, tho' I know 'twas Virtue. 
But for the reft, the Curfes which I pour'd 
Qn Hediv'n-defeodcd Ronu^ were merdy Lures 
'To tempt bis Rage, and perfeS: my Deftru£Uon. 
Heav'n ! with what TranfportI behdd him mov'd, . 
Howmy Heart leap'dto meet the welcome Point, 
And leave its Sorroys there f ; 

HORATIUS. 

Unkind Horatia ( 
ilad'ft thou no Pity on thy Father's Age ?- 
jCouId*ft thou to eafe thy Qrie6 abandon his« 

And leave him Childieis* 

*'• ... . . 

Horatia. 

Childlefe ? gracious Powers, 
Can he be ChiMfcfi from whofe happy Loins 
^flwi's great deliverer fprung, and ftill furvives 
To blefe and cherifli hinK 

Ho. 
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He does indeed. 
And Vm aiham'd to Aink how I neglcft him. — — 
Forgive mc. Boy j ihe has 4xninan*d nriy Virtue. 
Ycdt can I fee her thus> and not remember 
Her th^u&nd littje tender Arts, which footh'd 
The Garcs of Age, and led njie gcntjy through - 
The Evening <^ fljy Days ? 

HOR AT I A. 

Forget theih. Sir, 
They all arc nothing now 5 this laft dire Aft 
May juftly fhut me from your Breaft for ever. 
Turn, turn to him ; there blooms the kind Support 
Of your remaining Life. What tfio' he bends * 
His ftem Regards on me, who have defer v'd them ? • * 
He is by Nature gentle, mild,'* and loving 
Will greatly pity your deferted State, 
And pay a double Duty. 

Ho RAT I us. \ 

Wheirefoj:e thien . . 

Would'ft thou provoke his Hage, and ip^ke mc look 
With Horror on him ? 

HoRATIA. 

'TIS on me, not him, 
That thou fliould'ft look with Horror ; 'twas my Aft, 
Not his. 

HORATIUS. 

O fooTif^i Nature, how it ftruggles here 
Againft the force of Reafon ! — Save me. Boy, 
From the dire Cdnflift : when I look this way^ [To bis Son. 
'Tis Reafon's Triumph ;Jnfticeianaifies 
Paternid Lcnre, and Glory crowns the whole. ' ^ 

F4 But 
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JBut when I turn to her, I feci my fitrcngth 
Again relapfe^ and icarce can blels the Hand 
Which fev'd my Countryl 

HORATIA. 

Then, there'e iiMght rennin^ ^ 
Bt^ thus to rid yoti of the oAly Clog, \Ttdtr0g 9ff bet 

Which kccprf Affeflion from its proper Sphere, B<mdi^0S^ 
And ihackles Gmard Virtue. — But forgive me I 

PuBLius- 
My Sifler, ftay \ 1 4»rge theeji^e, HoR a Ti a. 

thou haft planted Daggers here ! 

"^ HORATIA. 

MyBrothctJ 
Can you forgive me too ? then I am happ;^ 

1 dared not hope for that* Ve gentle Ghoft^ 
That rove Elyfium, hear the facred Sound ! 
My Father and my Brother both forgive mcL? 
1 have again their Sanftion on my Love. 

O let me haflen to thofe happier Climes 
Where unmolefted we may fhare our Joys, 
Nor RoTncy nor jflhay (halldiflurb us more f 

Enier Valer i A. [In a FrigbU 
Q Su-, O my HoRATiAr-yet tjiouliveft. 
And may'ft recover all. ' 

HORATIUS. 

What niean you. Lad) J 

jSXiRme. my Ix)rd, hes ts^en th' Alarm, and Crowd«» 
Of Citizens enrag'd are pofting hither 
Tijcall for Jufticeon HoRATiu*' Head. 

HOIIATIA, 

For what? 

. . y.A^ 
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for thee. 

O Heavott I wby Numbers of tbeo^ 
]^d)el4 his ProvoptttotiA 

Vamria. 

ThictHcydW) ^ 

But my unh2i(^py Brother—^ 

HOR'ATltlS. 

Whatofliiml i 

AlasheIoy(i4HoRATXA,* and her Lq(s 
flas urg'd him to this Frenzy. 

HORATIUS. '2 

What of him? * f ' 

Does he arraign my Son i 

^ Valeria^ 

He leads the Crowd. 
And, as be pleafiss,>fway9 their ^ddy Minds : 
Paints the d^re Tale in aD tti^ Pomp of Sadnefs^ 
And wakes Compaffion by each varied Art 
Of winning Eloquence. . Around the King 
They preis in tHoufands | his Authority, 
Tho* aided with ftrift Promifes of Juftice, 
Can fcarcely calm their agitated Minds. 
«7-But (he fhall live, and all be wdl again. 

{Turning tenderlfUmfrdRoXikrtK% 

tiORATIA. 

.0 no, it cannot ber-^^ktefted Parricide ! ' 

Could'ft thou not die without the added Guilt 
Of murdering all thy Race ?— O Sir^-O Brother ! 

Can 
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Can ye behold me nowv and not recall 

Your kind Forgivenefs ? — Can ye— wiB ye ? — Speak ! 

—But do not curfe roe,.Sir ! 

— ^Yet why, my Father, 
Why ftand yoa thus amazed ? The Laws are )rours j 
What Ri^t can they pretend, ungrateful Men ? 
Has not a Roman Father Power to take 
The Lives of all his Children ?— He but a^ed 
By your Command — O t3ke the Deed on you ! 

PUBLIUS. 

My Siftor ftay, and you, my Father, hear me. 
rH end this Strife, ^nd die fince they require it* 
Heaven knows how willingly \ 

But let not Ignominy fiain my Wreaths, 
Let me not fall a public Speckle 
Dragged like a Criminal to Juftice. No, 
My Father, lave me from that dreadful Scene, 
Afliimethe generous Right the La\rs allow you. 
And take this forfeit Life with Honour from me. 

[Offering htm his Swof^ 
HoRATrus. 
True, and it fludi be fo« Yes, yes, my Children, 
We'll die together. 

Ho& ATI Al [Rijing from the Ooucb. 

O forbear, forbear! — 
Was this Pang wanting to com^Jeat my Fate f 
In Pity to yourfdves, to the dear Honour 
Of your unfpotted Names ! — O blind old Man 
Dareft thou lift up thy facrikgious Hand 
A^inft the Chief, ' the God that fevcd thy Country. 

[A Noifi witknit. 
Alas they're here— help me, I die — O now 
My Father, now exert thy utmoft Force With 
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With them, and Ihew tbyfdf indeed a JUman ^ 
Not with thy Sword. 

xft Citizen. [Withutf- - • .- 

We muft not be denied. 

2d CiTIZBN. 

We wffl have Jufticp. 

. Valeuius: 

We demand IJoRiVfiP^v / 

HoaATiA. 

.. . '. 

Would I could live \ — it will not be—. . , 

. Hp&ATlU^. 

My Daughter ! 

HORATIA. 

Regard not me —There» there employ thy Power. 
^TigpiylaftPiayeiv- Valeria, I adjure thee 
By thejuftGods, proclaim him innocent-*- • • . • '- 
They'D think my Fadier partial — O repiefnbj^ 
Remmber, dear Valeria-— Brother— Father ! \pi$s. 

Valeria, 
She's gone, flie's dead \ 

PUBLIUS. 

Then Fate has (bne it's. worft.^ 
Whflre are tbefe Citizens ? , 

H9RATfUS. 

Valeria, 
PuBLius^ Ipok there— look yoiider--^what a Sight J 
Is it for this we wifh for Length of Days !?- 
O my poor ]i)leeding Boys, how much I tnvj 
Your happier Lot I [^oife without. 

£nter Tullus, Valerius, 4md Citizens. 

Valerius. 

See! Fdlow Citizens, fee where ibalie^ 

The bleeding Viaim— • T^x-- 
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5top, uniliaiiiiet'd Youth \ 
Think^ft thou wc know not tirhcrcfore wc arc here ?— i 
Seeft thou yon droopihg Sire ? 

HoR ATius. • \Tumirig hajlilj iwo^ds thm% 
Permitthem, Sir. ' - 

What can he mean ? Some other tim^ I|oi( Any?, 

Ho^ATIUS* 

P nO| this Inflaiit. 

tft emzEK- 
fic feems eager for i(. 
Hie fides with us^ 

TvttMi. 

Well, be iflb.; I know not 
What Jie intends ; hut if he ipcets my Wifljcs, 
His ilrong unlabour'4 Elocpience of Grief' 
l^ay move then) more than Reafon^s fubdeft Force. 
What would ye, Romans I ' 

Valerius. 

' We are come, dtead Sir^ 
In tb^ behalf of murdered Innocence 
Murdered by him, the Mail — 

H6RAtitJ3f: ' 
' ' . Wbofe conquering Arm 
Has favcdyouall from Ruin. O. Shame, Shame! 

Has jR^xs^ no Gratitude? DoyeriotMdh 
To think whom yoiir'lhfitiate Rage purfuQS t 

TJpwn, down> ^d^ worfliiphim. 

ift Citizen.' 

; " |)oes he plead JForWm-^ 
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Does he foigi ve his Daughfei^s Death? « 

HoEATiys. 

Hedoei. 
And ^ori^ in 2^ ^oriet in ihe Tfaoi^fat • 
That dieve^a one IRjmmn kft.wfao dares be graUcliili 
If yott are wtXHi^df tbeo whagu am I? Mufti 
Be taught my Duty hy th*" afivdled Te^v 
Of Strangcsrs to my Blood ? il»# I been wiofl^d 
IknowaFather^sfti^t^ and bad not a&'sd 
Tliis ready ialkmg Sir to beUow formey 
And mouth my Wro^ in Rome* 

Friends, Countrymen^ 
Regard him not) his Grieft have hurt his Reafbn* 
'Tis true that PuBtiM has pne&rr^d his CouMy | 
fiut mail onegjbriotts Aft exak him ^pdte 
Beyond all Lawsy and give a boundleft^eopt 
To his o^erweoiing Crudity ? erelong 
He'll claim a privily to murder all 
Who dare opjpofe his Will ; ami when has Swoid 
Has fpread with mangled Carcases your Sbeets^ 
He'll tell you 'twas that Sword which faved hif *Cbiii|ti% 

HoltATItJS.' 

Injurious Youth : That Sword which fared his Country 
Was never drawn but in his Country's Service. 
Some of you muft remember, you I'm fure 
Sbrvilius you were diere, and mufttemember 
With whstf dire Curfes this unhappy Girl— 
I will not call her mlne-T^urfu'd us all. 
And dar'd ipfolt th«^Ma}d3y of limf. 
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itt ClTtZENr. 

lAs> yes we all remember. • 

HoKAfius.' 

'Twas for that, 
jf or that he kiB'd her ; *tw^ hot hiih fhc injuFdf^ 
Twas hi ybur Caufe he kilPd her, riot his own ^ 
And muft he die for that ? it 'tis a CHme 
To vindicate your Honour, he iridoed 
Has been moft guil^ \ 'twas for that he Fought^ 
For that he kill'd his Friends the Curiatii ; 
If that's a Crime, O let him die for that, 
.Not for his Juftioe on a guilty Girl, 
And he fhall fall contented. 

Valerius. 

GuiUyGirl? 
How goilty f Madnefe has a Privilege 
To talk unpuntfli'd^ and was ne'er tiU noif 
Arraign'd feverely. 

HORATIUS. 

Mad? She was not mad ; 
Bdieve me, Friends, flie own'd it ere (he died^ 
Confels'd flie did it to provoke his Vengeance 
Deliberately guilty« 

Valerius, 
Citizens, 
Friends, Countrymen, regard not what he fays* 
Stop, ftop your Ears, nor hear a frantic Father ' 
Thus plead againft his Child. 

HORATIUS. 

He does belie me^ 
What Child have I ?— Alas, I have but One, 
And him ye would tear from me. 

All Citizens^ 

Hear him, heaf him t 
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No, letmefpcaL Thtnk'ft thou, ungenerous Youtb^ 

To hurt my Quiet ? ^I am hurt beyond 

Thy Power to harm me. Death's extremeft Tortures 

Were Happincfs to what I feel. ^Yet know 

My injured Honour bids me live, nay more. 

It bids me even defcend to plead for Life. . . ^ 

^But wherefore wafte I Words. *Tis not to him 

But you, my Countrymen, toyoulfpeak. 
He k)v'd the Maid. 

How, loved her ? 

HORATIUS. 

Fondly loved her. 
And under Show of public Juftice fcreens 
A private Paffion, and a mean Revenge. 

[VALERiusy}^;wx confounded nnd,goei to his Slfier. 
Thittk ye I loved her not ? high Heaven's my Witnels 
How tenderly I loved her, and the Pangs 
I feel this Moment, could you fee my Heart, 
Would prove too plainly I am ftill her Father. 

You'll (ay I love him too. I glory in it. 
But 'tis not for myfelf, my Dregs of Life 
Will foon be fpenf, 'tis for my Country's Service 
1 would prcferve her Champion, ^Tis not me 
Whom you fhould pity, 'tis yourfelves^ your Wives, 

Your tender little Ones j for moft of you 

Are Fathers too.- O think, the Time mav come. 

When you again fhall want his Sword, and find 

Perhaps an hoftile gar as deaf to Mercy 

A$ I have found — -^ But I forget myfelf. 

You are all Romans^ and what you decree 
However bard is juft. 

1ft 
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He fliali b< (aved. 

Valerius his miflfid us. 

AtL. 

Save him, £i^ebiml 

Ithankyoui Frieiub* 

VAL^ltiirs» 

What mean ye^ l¥oUild ye la^ 
A Murderer from Death ?— Ill not be bdd^ fn At j 6ifl^ 
It was no Crime to love bei^ I will (peak. 
— — If Juftice moves you not> yet dread th* Event. 
Fear ye not Heaven and die avenging Gods 
Who gave him up to Shame^ and urg'd him on 
To ftain bis Conquefis with a Sifter's Bloods— « — ^ 

HbRATIUS^ 

Away^ away \ is he the firft whofe Arm' 

Was ftained with Kindred Blood ? and dar^ft thou talk 

In Bxrnie thus idly ? Wha^s our Founder then^ 

If he's a MuMerer \ Heaven approved the Death 

OiRtmus^ as deliberate as this^ — ^ 

TULtUS. 

Enough) enough! 
Witfi Reverence fpeak we of thofc mighty Kames 
Which ftand enroll'd above. All Afb of Blood 
Muft not be deemM as Murders. 'Tls the Intent 
And not the A£iion conftitutes the Crimef 
My Friends^ and Fellow Citizens, I praife 
That Zeal for Juftice in you, which permits aot 
The Blaac 9I Fame^ q( Gratitude itfelf 

. . F^r 
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Tor Adions which might move inferior Minds^ 
To blind or weaken its determinM Force. ... 
Tho* here perchance it err, Bc^hold this Youth 
So late your Glory, with what confcious Shame 
He fees himfelf reduced for one rafh A£t, 
The Crime of Virtue, to folicit here . 
A Life which he contemns. He loved the Maid 
With a fond Brother's Love ; and had he felt , 
No nobler Paffion, (he had ftill furvived. . 
That other Paf&on was his Love of you. 
Say, fhall he die for that ? For 'tis to you 
He makes his laft Appeal. 
Or grant it were a Crime, the worft of Crimes, 
You inight with Ardpr feize the happy Power 
Which Fortune now allows you. Could you elfe 
Have rais'd your Gratitude to his Defert?. 
Fate feems to have found out this only Means 
By which you could reward him. Life for Life 
You may return him now, for Freedom, Freedom. 

• ift Citizen. 

We did declare him fr^, but this Yalerius 
Would interrupt our Will. 

2d Citizen. 

Rome glories in him ! 

TULLUS. 

Or turn this Way, if yet a Doubt remains. 
Behold that virtuous Father, who could boafl; 
This very Morn a numerous Progeny, 
The dear* SSippdrts of his declining Age, 
Th«n read the fad Reverfe witji pitying Eyes, 
.And tell your confcious Hearts they fcU for you. 

Q " Ho. 
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'^ HORATIUS. 

I am o*erpjtid by that, nor claim I ought 
On their Accounts ; for by high Heaven I fweaf 
I'd rather fee him added to the Heap 
Than Rome enflaved. 

ift Citizen.' 

O excellent UoK AT ttfs\ 

2d Citizen. 
O worthy^Father ! 

3d Citizen. 
Ware he ten Times guilty^ 
The Son of fuch a Sire might pafs unpunilh'd. 

. TULLUS. - 

Then I pronounce him free. And now, 'HoratiuJh . 

The Evening of thy ftormy X)ay at laft 

Shall clofe in Peace. Here, take him to thy fireaft. 

Horatius. 
My Son, my Conqueror ! — 'Twas a fatal Stroke^ 

But fliall not wound our Peace. This kind Em^brace 
» Sliall fpread a fwect Oblivion o'er our Sorrows . 

Or if in After-times, tho* 'tis not long ' 

That I fhall trouble you, fome fad Remertibrance 
^Should ileal a Sigh, and peevifh Age forget 

Its Refolution, only boldly fay 

Thou ikved'fl: the State, and Pll intreat Foipvenefi-' 

TuLLUS. 

Valerius too muft be your Friend a^ain. 
But that we leave to Time. The prefent Hour 
Muft 'be emgloy'd to expiate his Offence, 
Be that thy Care, Horatius j that the. Gods 
May blefs To-niorrow*s Rites,; ^d gracious hear 
Our Hymns of Praife for Liberty reftor'd. 

Learn 



N^ 
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Learn hence, y^ Romans^ on how fureaBafe 
The Patriot builds his Happinefs ; ho Strdte, 
No keeneft, c(eadlieft. Shaft of adverfe Fate 
Can ipake his generous Bofom quite defpairy 
But that alo|ie by which his Coimtry falk. 
Grief may to Grief in cndlefs Round fucceed. 
And Nature fufFer when our Children bleed : 
Yet ftill fuperior muft that Hero prove 
^hpfefirft, beftPaffio^ is his COUNT Y'$^ LOVE. 



EPILOGUE, fpoken by Mrs. Pritchard, 

T ADIES^ by me our courteofis Author fends 
•^ His Cgmplimtnts to all bis Fimale Friends : 
And thanks them from bis Soul for every bright 
Indulgent Tear^ which tb^ have Jbed "To-night. 

Sorrow in Virtue" s Caufe proclaims a Mind, 
And gives to Seauty Graces more refined. 

O who could bear the lovetieft Form of Art^ 
A Chemb^s Face^ without a feeling Heart ! 
'7lw there alone, whatever Charms we boaft, 
Tbo' Men may flatter^ and tbo^ Men will toa/l^ 
'Tis there alone they find the Joyjincere, 
The Wife J the Parent, and the Friend are there. 
All elfsy the verieft Rakes tbetnf elves muft own. 
Are but the paltry Play -things of thi town ; 

The 
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The painted Clouds^ iphubgUueriKg tempt the Chace^ 
7 hen melt ij^ stir's and mock the vain Embrace. 

Well then ; the private Virtues^ Uis confeft^ 
Are the foft' Inmates of the Female Eriafi. 
Buttben^ tf}ey fill fo full that crouded SpaCe^ 
That thep\or Public feldom finds a^ Place. 
And IfufpeH tbere^s manf a Fair-one here^ 
TVho pufd her Sori^ows on Horati a'^ &Vr,' 
Thatftill retains fo much of Flefb and Bloody 
She^d fairly hang the Brother, iffbe could. 

IVty^ LadieSy tobefure^ if that be ally 
At your tribunal he muftfiand or fall. 

Whatever Us Country y or his Sire decmdy 

Tou are bis Judges naWy and he muft plead. 

Like other Culprit Toutbsy be wanted Grace \ 

But could have no Selfinterejtin the Cafe. 

Hadftft been Wifey or MiftrefSy or a Friendy 

// mfjgbt have anfweredfome convenient End : 

But a mere Siftery whom be lov*d — to take 

Her Life awayy — and for his Country* s Sake f 

Faiiby LadieSy you may pardon him 5 indeed : 

There* s very little Fear the Crime fhfiuld fpread^ 
True Patriots are but rare among the Metty 

Andiealfy might be ufefuly now and then. 

Then do not cheeky by your Difapprobationy 

A Spirit which ome ruPd the UtiiiQxNationy 

An4fiiil might rule— would you but fet the Fafhion. 



